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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


VINCENTI O, Duke of Vienna. 
Angelo, Lord Deputy in the Duke's abſence. 


An ancient Lord, join d with Angelo in the 


Eſcalus, Deputation. 

Claudio, a young Gentleman. 

Lucio, a Fantaſtic. 

Two Gentlemen | 
Varrius, @ Gentleman, Servant to the Duke. 
Provoſt. 
Thomas, 
„, 
A Juſtice. 
Elbow, a ſimple Conſtabl 
Froth, a fooliſh Gentlema 
Clown, Servant to Mrs. Ove 
Abhorſon, an Executioner. 
Barnardine, a diſſolute Priſoner. 


two Friars. 


Iſabella, Siſter to Claudio. 
Mariana, betrothed to Angelo, 
Juliet, beloved of Claudio. 
Franciſca, a Mun. 
Miſireſs Over-done, a Baud. 


Guards, Officers, and other Attendants. 
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CT L SCENE Þ 
| 71+ The Duke's PALACE. 5 


Enter Duke, Eſcalus, and Lords. 


Duxkx. 


SGALUS, | 
tal. My Lord. | 

Dukz. Of Government the properties t unfold, 
Woulc\ſeem in me t' affect ſpeech and diſcourſe. 
Since Þ am not to know, that your own Science 
3 in that. Ahe liſts of all advice 


My ſtrgngth can give you: then no more remains: 


Put that to your ſufficiency, as your worth 1s able, 


And lét them work. The nature of our people, 


> remember. There is our Commiſſion, 
hich we would not have you warp. Call hither, 
I ſay, bid come before us Angelo: 
What fgure of us, think you, he will bear? 
For you muſt know, we have with ſpecial roll 
Elected him our Abſence to ſupply; | 4 
Lent hiſ our Terror, dreſt him with our Love; 

* — a is taken from Cinthio's Novels, December 8. November 3. 
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And giv'n his Deputation all the organs 

Of our own Power: fay, what think you of it? 
Eſcal. If any in Vienna be of worth 

To undergo ſuch ample grace and honour, 


It is lord Angelo. 
S CE N . 


Enter Angelo. 


Duke, 1 OOK, where he comes. 

Ang. Always obedient to your Grace's will, 
I come to know your pleaſure. 

Duke, Angelo, 
There is a kind of character 1n thy life, 
- That to th' obſerver doth thy hiſtory 
Fully unfold : thyſelf and thy belongings _. 
Are not thine own ſo proper, as to waſte | 
Thyſelf upon thy virtues ; they on thee. 
Heav'n doth with us, as we with torches do, 
Not light them for themſelves : for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike 
As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch d, 
But to fine iſſues : nor Nature never lends 
The ſmalleſt ſcruple of her excellence, 
But, like a thrifty Goddeſs, ſhe determines 
Herſelf the glory of a creditor, | 
Both thanks and uſe. But I dg bend my freech 
To one that can my part in him adyertiſe ; : 
Hold therefore, Angelo: 
In our remove, be thou at full ourſelf. 
Mortality and Mercy in Vienna 
Live in thy tongue and heart: old Eſcalu; 
Though firſt in queſtion, is thy r 
Take thy Commiſſion. 

Ang. Now, good my lord, 
Let there be ſome more teſt made of my metal, 
Before ſo nohle and ſo great a figure 


Be ſtampt upon it. 
Due. 


\ — 


3 Aſeaſure for Meaſure. 


Dull, Come, no more evaſion: 
We have with a prepar'd and *leyel'd choice 
Proceed to you; therefore take your honours. 
Our haſte from hence is of ſo quick condition, 
That it prefers itſelf, and leaves unqueſtion d 
Matters of needful value: We hall write to you, 
As time and our concernings ſhall importune, 
How bt with us; and do look to know 


What ddth befal you here. So, fare you well. 1 
To th' pe ful execution do I leave you 
Of oy, ommiſſions. | 
Ang. Yet give me leave, my lord, 
That we' may bring you ſomething on the way. 
Duke. My haſte may not admit it ; 
Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 
With 1 ſcruple ; your ſcope is as mine own, 


So to force, or qualify the Laws, 
As to ygur: ſoul ſeems good. Give me your hand; 
Wo privay away. I love the people; 
But 2 tot like to ſtage me to their eyes : 
Though it do well, I do not reliſh” well 
by Their Bud applauſe, and Ave's vehement : 
Nor. do; I think the man of ſafe diſcretion, . 
That Yes affect it. Once more, fare you well. 
: Ang. The heav'ns give fafety to your purpoles ! 
| Eſcal. Lead forth and bring youback in happineſs ! 
| Duke, I thank you, fare you welj: Exit. 
5 Eſcal. I ſhall Ss you, Sir, toſgive me leave 
Io have free ſpeech with you; and it concerns me 
= To look into the bottom of my Place: 
A pow'r I have, but of what ſtrength and nature 
I am not. yet inſtructed. i 
Ang. dis ſo with me : let us withdraw together, 
And we 11ay ſoon our ſatis faction have 
Touching that point. 
Ejcal. b II wait upon your honour. [ Exeunt. 
* Leavet, d choice} We ſhould xead level d choice. The Alluſion 


is to Archery; ö when a Man has fix d upon his pe, after taking Aim. 
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SOENTE UI. 


The Street. 


Enter Lucio, and two Gentlemen, 


Lucio. JF the Duke, with the other Dukes, come not 

| to compolition with the King of Hungary, 
why, then all the Dukes fall upon the King. 

1 Gent. Heay'n grant us its peace, but not the 


King of Hungary's ! = 1 
2 Gent. Amen. - j 
Lucio. Thou conclud'ſt like the fanctimonious Pi- 7 « 

rate, that went to ſea with the ten Commandments, * 

but ſcrap'd one out of the Table. 1 


2 Gent. Thou ſhalt not ſteal.- 

Lucio, Ay, that he raz'd. 

1 Gent. Why, 'twas a Commandment to com- 
mand the captain and all the reft from their functions; 
they put forth to ſteal; there's not a ſoldier of us 
all, that, in the thankſgiving before meat, does re- 
Jiſh the petition well that prays for Peace. 7 >|: 

2 Gent. I never heard any ſoldier diſlike it. 4 

Lucio, I believe thee : for, I think, thou never 
walt were grace was ſaid. 

2 Gent. No? a dozen times at leaſt. 

1 Gent. What, in meetcr ? 

Lucio. In any proportion, or in any language. 

1 Gent. I think, or in any religion. 

Lucio. Ay, why not? grace is grace, deſpight of 
all controverly ; as for example, thou thylelt art a 
wicked villain, deſpight of all grace. : 

1 Gent. Well; there webt but a pair of ſheers be- 
tween us. 

Lucio. J grant; as there may between the liſts and 
the velvet. Thou art the hiſt. 

1 Gent. And thou the velyet ; thou art good vel- 

vet 
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vet; tligu'rt a three: pil'd piece, I warrant thee : 1 
had as Ifef be a liſt of an Engliſi cerſey, as be pil'd, 


teelingly now ? 

Lucio. 1 think, thou doſt : and, indeed, with moſt 
painful feeling of thy ſpeech I will, out of thine 
own co eſſion, learn to begif thy health; but, 
whilſt I ve, forget to drink after thee. 

1 Gents, I think, I have done myſelf wrong, have I 
not? b 

2 Gent| Yes, that thou haſt ;; whether thou art 
tainted, Rodree: | 

Lucio. Zehold, behold, 1 Madam Aſitigation 
comes. 

1 Gent. 1 88 purchas d „ diſeaſes under 
her roof, gs come to ; 

2 Gent. To what I pray? 

1 Gent: udge. 

2 Gent. To three thouſand Tus, a year. 

1 Gent. Ay, and more. + N 

Lucio. A French crown more. 

1 Gent. Thou art always figuring diſeaſes in me; 
but chou art full of error; 1 am ſound. 

Lucio. Nay, not as ope would ſay healthy; but 
ſo ſoundgas things that are hollow; thy bones are 
hollow; ppiety hath made & feaſt of thee. 


\SCEN?; IV. 


Enter pat 


OW now, hieß of your hips has the 


. molt profound {Giatica ? 


as thou hrt pil'd, for a 24 vet. Do I ſpeak 


1 Gent. 


Bawd. Well, well; there's one yonder arreſted, 
and carry to priſon, was worth five thouſand of 
you all. H | 


1 Gent. Vho's that, I pr 'vthee ? 
Bawd. © Sir, that's Claudio; 3 Signiot Claudio. 
A4 1 Gent, 


A ; 
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1 Gent. Claudio to priſon ? 'tis not ſo. | 

Baud. Nay, but I know, tis fo; I ſaw him ar- 
reſted ; ſaw him carry'd away; and, which is more, 
within theſe three days his head is to be chopt off. 
Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not 
have it ſo : art thou ſure of this? 

Baud. I am too ſure of it; and it is for getting 


madam Julietta with child. 
Lucio. Believe me, this may be; he promiſed to 


meet me two hours ſince, and he was ever preciſe in 


promiſe-keeping. | 

2 Gent. Beſides, you know, it draws ſomething 
near to the ſpeech we had to ſuch a purpoſe. 

1 Gent. But moſt of all agreeing with the Pro- 
clamation. 1 | 

Lucio. Away, let's go learn the truth of it. Exit. 


Manet Bawd. 


Baud. Thus, what with the, war, what with the 
ſweat, what with the gallows, and what with poverty, 
I am cuſtom-ſhrunk. How now ? what's the news 
with you? 


4 


SCENE v. 


Enter Clown. 


Clown. ONDER man is carry'd to priſon. 
Bawd. Well; what has he done ? 
_ Clown. A woman. | 
Baud. But what's his offence? © 
Clown. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river, 
Baud. What? is there a maid with child by him? 
- Clown, No; but there's a woman with maid by 
him. You, have not heard of the Proclamation, 
have you ? | 
Baud. What Proclamation, man? 
Clown. All houſes in the ſuburbs of Vienna muſt 


7 


be pluck'd down. 


Baud. 
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Bawd. And what ſhall become of thoſe in the city? 

Clown. Thy ſhall ſtand for ſeed, they had gone 
down too, bt that a wiſe burgker put in for them. 

Bawd. But hall all our houſes of reſort in the ſu- 
burbs be pull'd down? * 

Clown.To the ground, miſtreſfſs. 

Baud. Why, here's a change, indeed, in the com- 
mon-wealthFf' what {hall become of me? 

Clown. Cone, fear not you; good counſellors lack 
no clients; though you change your place, you need 


not change your trade: I'll be your tapſter ſtill. 


Courage, there will be pity taken on you; you 
that have worn your eyes almoſt out in the ſer · 


: vice, you will be conſidered. 


Baud. What's to do here, Thomas 7. abſter 2 let's 
withdraw. | 
Clown. Here comes Sinnen Claudio, led by the Pro- 
voſt to priſon ; ; and there's madam Juliet. 
J [Exeunt Bawd and Clown. 


jor VI. 


1. Enter Provoſt- Claudio, Juliet and Officers. Lucio 


: and two Gentlemen. 


Claud. ELI O W. why doſt thou ſhow me thus to 


th' world ? 


Bear me to priſon, where I am committed. 


Pro. I do it not in evil diſpoſition, 


But from lord*Angelo by ſpecial charge. 


Claud. Thug can the Demi-gad, Authority, 


Manke us pay (OWN, for our offence, by: weight. 
The words of heav'n; on whom it N it will; 
On whom it will not, fo; yet ſtill 'tis juſt. 


Lucio. Why how now, Claudio? whence comes this 


* reſtraint? 


Claud. F of too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty; 


= 5 ſurfeit is cl e father of much faſt, 


33 ⁶ 1 
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So ev'ry ſcope by the immod' rate uſe 
Turns to reſtraint : our natures do purſue, 
Like rats that ravin down their proper bane, 
A thirſty evil; and when we drink, we die. 
Lucio. If I could ſpeak ſo wiſely under an arreft, I 
would ſend for certain of my creditors; and yet, to 


ſay the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of free- 


dom, as the morality of impriſonment: what's thy 


offence, Claudio? | 
Claud. What, but to ſpeak of, would offend again. 
Luc io. What is't, murder? | | 
Claud. No. 
Lucio. Letchery ? 
Claud. Call it fo. 
Prov. Away, Sir, you mult go. 
Claud. One word, good friend: Lucio, a word 
with you. | | 
Lucio. A hundred; if they Il do you any good: is 
letchery ſo look'd after? | 
Claud. Thus ſtands it with me; upon a true con- 
tract | 
I got poſſeſſion of Jultetta's bed, 
(You know the lady.) the is faſt my wife; 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order. This we came not to, 
Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends ; 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love, 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances, 
The ſtealth of our * moſt mutual entertainment, 
With character too grofs, is writ on Juliet. 
Lucio. With child, perhaps? 
Claud. Unhappily, even ſo. 
And the new deputy now for the Duke, 
(Whether it be the fault, and glimpſe, of newneſs'; 
mg mulual-] i. e. moſt intimate. The Phraſe is extremely elegant 
_ this Occation ; yet difliked by the Oxford Editor, wha! ſtrikes out 
740. | ; b 


> I OMP qt > 0 


4 
2 
O N 
14 
* 


- . 4 l |; 2 


J — 


2 
I 
© 
13 
bf 
4 
+4 
* 


i 
5 


Meaſure for Meaſure. . 11 


Or whether that the body public be 
A horſe whereon the Governor doth ride, 

Who, newly, in the ſeat, that it may know 

He can are e lets it ſtraight. feel the ſpur; 
Whether th" tyranny be in his Place, 

Or in his eininence that fills it up, 

I ſtagger in:) but this new Governor 

Awakes me all th' enrolled penalties, 

Which have, like unſcour'd armour, hung by th' wall 
So long, that nineteen Zodizcs have gone round, 
And none 9 them been worn: and, for a name, 
Now puts the drowly and neglected Act 

Freſhly in me; tis ſurely, fr a name. 0 

Lucio. I warrant, it is; anc, thy head ſtands ſo tickle 
on thy ſhoulders, that a mil. -maid, if ſhe be in love, 
may ſigh it off. Send aber the Duke, and ap- 
peal to him, | 

Claud. I have done fo, b. | he' s not to be found. 

I pr 'ythee, I \ucio. do me thb kind ſervice: 

This day my Siſter ſhould the Cloiſter enter, 
And there receive her Approbation. 

Acquaint her with the danger of my ſtate, 
Implore her, in my voice, that ſhe make friends 
To the ſtrict Deputy; bid herſelf aſſay him; 

I have great hope in that; for in her youth 
There is a prone and ſpeechleſs dialed, 

Such as moves men! beſide, ſhe hath proſp' rous art 
When ſhe will play with reaſon and oel 
And well the can perſuade. ' 

Lucio. I pray, ſne may; as well for the encourage- 
ment of the like, which elſe would ſtand under grie- 
vous impoſition; as for the enjoying'of thy life, 
who I would be ſorry ſhould be thus fooliſhly loſt at 
a game of tick-tack. I'II to her. 

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio. 
Lucio. Within two hours, 
Claud. Come, officer, away. 

3 6 
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GENE VII. 
 AMQNASTERY. 


Enter Duke, and Friar Thomas. 
ans. holy father, throw away that thought ; 


Believe not, that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete hoſom: why I deſire thee 
To giye me ſecret harbour, hath a purpoſe 
More grave, and wrinkled, than the aims and ends 
O! burning youth. | 8 

Tri. May your Grace ſpeak of it? 

Duke. My holy Sir, none better knows than you, 
How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd; 
And held in idle price to haunt Aſſemblies, 
Where youth, and coſt, and witleſs bravery keeps. 
J have deliver'd to lord Angelo 
A man of ſtrict ure and firm abſtinence) 
My- ablolute Pow'r and Place here in Vienna; 

And he e me travell'd to Poland ; © 

| For ſo I've ſtrew'd it in the common ear, 
And lo it is receiv d: now, pious Sir, 
Lou will demand of me, why I do this? 

Fri. Gladly, my lord. 

Duke. We have ſtrict Statutes and moſt biting Laws, 
(The needful bits and curbs for head-ſtrong Steeds,) 
Which for theſe nineteen years we have let ſleep; 
Even like an o er-grown hon in a cave, 

That goes not out to prey: now, as fond fathers 
Having bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch, 
Only to ſtick it in their children's fight, 


* A man of Stricture and firm abſlinente} ſirifure makes no Senſe in 
this Place. We ſhould read; 
A man of ſtrict ure and firm abſtinence. 


his Paſhons, 
tuated to. 


i. e. a Man of the exadteſt conduct, and practiſed in the ſubdual of 4 
Ure an old Word for Ule, Practice, ſo enur d, habi- 
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For terror, not to uſe; in time the rod 

Becomes more mock'd, than fear'd: ſo our Decrees, 
Dead to infliction, to themſelves are dead; 

And Liberty plucks Juſtice. by the noſe; 

The baby beats the nude, and quite athwart 

Goes all decorum, | . 

Fri. It reſted in your Grace ; : 
T'unlooſe this ty'd up juſtice, when you pleas'd: 
And it in you more dreadful would have ſeem'd, 
Than in lord Angelo. * 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful. 


Sith 'twas my fault to give the people ſcope, 


* 


2 'Twould be my tyranny to ſtrike, and gall them, 
For what I bid them do. For we bid this be done, 
* When evil deeds have their permiſſive pals, © 
And not the puniſhment. Therefore, indeed, my fa- 


| | ther, | | 
I have on Angelo impos'd the office: 

Who may in th' ambuſh of my name ftrike home, 
And yet, my nature never in the fight 


Todo in ſlander: And to behold his ſway, 

I will, as 'twere a Brother of your Order, 

2 Viſit both prince and people; therefore, pr'ythee, 
Supply me with the habit, and inſtru me 

How I may formally in perſon bear, 

Like a true Friar. More reaſons for this action 
At our more leiſure ſhall I render you; 
Only, this one: 


Lord Angelo is preciſe; 
Stands at a guard with envy; ſcarce confeſſes 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 


Ws more to bread than ſtone: hence ſhall we ſee, 


f pow r change purpoſe, what our leemers be. 


WW 
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SCENE VII. 
A Nunnery. 


Enter Iſabella and Franciſca. 2 
Vab. A* D have you Nuns no further privileges? 7 - 
Nun. Are not theſe large enough? _ 
Iſab. Yes, truly; I ſpeak not as deſiring more; S 
But rather wiſhing a more ſtrict reſtraint 11 
Upon the ſiſter- hood, the votariſts of Saint Clare is 
Lucio. [within.| Hoa! Peace be in this place! 12 
Jab. Who's that, which calls? F 
Nun. It is a man's voice: gentle Jabella, 4 
Turn you the key, and know his buſineſs of him; „ 
You may; I may not; you are yet unſworn: Ss A 
When you have vow'd, you muſt not ſpeak with men, T} 
But in the preſence of the Priorels ; . 
Then, if you ſpeak, you muſt not ſhew your face; Ex 
Or, if you ſhew your face, you muſt not ſpeak. _ 
He calls again; I pray you, anſwer him. | Exit Franc.. 
Jab. Peace and Proſperity who is't that calls? | 
Enter Lucio. | I B 1 
Lucio. Hail, virgin, (if you be) as thoſe cheek- f 
roles 1 
Proclaim you are no leſs; can you ſo ſtead me, E 


As bring me to the fight of Iſabella, 
A novice of this place, and the fair ſiſter 
To her unhappy brother Claudio ? 
Lab. Why her unhappy brother? let me aſk 
The rather, for I now muſt make you know 
I am that J/abella, and his ſiſtet. F 
Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets 
you; ov 
Not to be weary with you, he's in priſon. s y 
Jab. Woe me ! for what? he 


10 
n 


Luc io. p 
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7 Lucio. For that, which, if my ſelf might be his 
3 judge, x | 
Ne ſhould receive his 1 in n thanks; 
He hath got his friend with chi 
Iſab. Sir, make me not your ; 
Lucio, 'Tis true : —I would by (tho' "tis my fas 
$ miliar ſin 
With maids to ſeem the lapwidfh g. and to jeſt, 
Tongue far from heart) play wth all virgins ſo. 
I hold you as a thing en-iky' and fainted ; 
By your renouncement, an im nortal Spirit; 
1 And to be talk'd with in lincefſiy, 
As with a Saint. \ 


! 


* 


Iſab. You do blaſpheme the hood, in mocking me. 
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewneſs and truth, tis thus; 


3 Lour brother and his lover having embrac'd, 
As thole that feed grow full, as bloſſoming time 
en, Þ That from the ſeedneſs the bare fallow brings 
Io teeming foiſon; ſo her plenteous womb 
; Expreſſeth his full tilth and huſbandry. 
Jab. Some one with child by him ? my coulin 
anc. FF Juliet! 1 
5 Lucio. Is ſhe you! couſin? 


Jab. Adoptedly, as chool- maids change their names, 
By vain, tho' apt, a ection. 


1eek- Lucio. She it is. 2 
| Hab. O, let him marry her! 
: Acio. This is the point. 
The Duke is very ſtrangely gone from hence; 
Bore many gentlemen, myſelf being one, 
In hand and hope of actior; but we learn, 
. 4 By thoſe that know the ver; nerves of tate. 


His givings out were of an finite diſtance 
From his true-meant deſignq Upon his place, 

nd with full line of his Arhority, 
ZGoverns lord Angela; x man vrhoſe blood, 

1 Is very ſnow-broth; one ® never feels 

he wanton flings and motighs of the ſenſe; 
Lucio. | But 


greets 5 


* 
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But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, ſtudy and faſt. 
He, (to give fear to uſe and liberty, 
Which have. long time run by the hideous 575 
As mice by lions;) hath pickt out an act. 
Under whoſe heavy ſenſe your brother's life : 
Falls into forfeit; he arreſts him on it; $ 
And follows cloſe the rigour of the ature, 5 
To make him an example; all hope's gone, 
Unleſs you have the grace by your fair prayer 
To ſoften Angelo; and that's my pith of buſineſs 
Iwixt you and your poor brother. 
Lab. Doth he ſo 
Seek for his life? 
Lucio. H' as cenſur'd him already; 
And, as I hear, the Provoſt hath a warrant 
For's execution. 
Iſab. Alas! what poor 
Ability's in me, to do him good? 
Lucio. Aſſay the power you have. 
1jab. My power? Alas! I doubt. 
Lucio. Our doubts arc traiters ; 
And make us looſe the good, we oft might win, 
By fearing to attempt. Go to lord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, when maidens ſue, 
Men give like Gods; but when they weep and kneel, 
All their petitions are as truly theirs, 
As they themſelves would owe them. 
Jab. I'll ſee what I can do. 
Lucio. But, ſpeedily. 
Jab. I will about it ſtrait ; 
No longer ſtaying, but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you ; ; 
Commend me to my brother: ſoon at night 
I'll ſend him certain word of my ſuccels. g 
Lucio. I take my leave of you. ; Þ 
Vab. Good Sir, adieu. Exeunt. [or 


Ac. 


el, 


j l N | 
8 
; 


Lk For I have had ſuch fanlts; ; but rather tell me, 


C T. 


Meaſure ſor Meaſure. 
ACT H. SCENE I 


The PALAC E. 
Enter Angelo, Eſcalus, a Juſtice, and Attendants. 


ANGELO. 


'E muſt not make a ſcare-crow of the law, 
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 
And let it keep hr till cuſtom make it 
Their pearch, and got their terror. 
I Eſcal. Ay, but yet 
> Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 
Than fall, and bruiſe to death. Alas! this gentleman, 
Whom I would ſave, had à molt. noble father; 
Let but your Honour know, 
Whom 1 believe tobe moſt ſtrait in virtue, 
That, in the working of your own affeftions, 
Had time coher'd with place, or place with wiſhing, 
Or that the reſolute} acting of your blood 
Could have attain'd th' effect of your own purpoſe; 
Whether you had not ſometime in your life 
Err'd in this point, fwhich now you cenſure him, 
And pull d the law upon you. 
Ang. 'Tis one thi ig to be tempted, Eſcalus, 
Another thing to fail. Inot deny, 
The ] jury, palhng on the priſone 's 3 
May in the ſworn twelve have a hief or two, 
f Guiltier than him * try; 95 at's open made to 
f juſtice, 
That juſtice ſeizes — w the laws, 
hat thieves do paß on wh tis very pregnant, 
The jewel that we 61d, we ſtoop and take't, 


4 5 EA » a "= 5 6 
r 


: Becauſe we ſee i 1 but what we do not ſee, 


ö We tread upon, ach never think of it. 
Lou may not ſo extenuate his offence, 


When 


| 
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When I that cenſure him, do ſo oftend. 
Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 
And nothing come in partial. Sir, he muſt dic. 


Enter Provoſt. 


Eſcal. Be't. as your wiſdom will. 

Ang. Where is the Provoſt. 

Prov. Here, if it ike your Honour. 

Ang. See, that Claudio 
Be executed by nine to morrow morning. 
Bring him his confeſſor, let him be prepar'd ; 
For that's the utmoſt of his pilgrimage. —— 

FI [ Exit Prov. 

Eſcal. Well, heav'n forgive him! and forgive us all! 
Some riſe by ſin, and ſome by virtue fall: 
Some run through brakes of vice, and anſwer none; 
And ſome condemned for a fault alone. 


$4C ENT 1; 


Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, and Officers, 


Elb. * OME, bring them away; if theſe be good hee 
people in a common-weal, that do nothing cal; 

but uſe their abuſes in common houſes, I know no ther 
law; bring them away. | 1 E 
Ang. How now, Sir, what's your name? and what's 7 

the matter? | | . as . 
Elb. If it pleaſe your Honour, I am the poor Duke's 0 
conſtable, and my name is Elbow; I do lean upon juſ- Z. 
tice, Sir, and do bring in here before your good Ho- able 
nour two notorious benefactors. , 


Ang. Benefactors? well; what benefactors are they? 
are they not malefactors? 50 9 
Elb. If it pleaſe your Honour, I know not well what 
they are; but preciſe villains they are, that I am ſure 
of; and void of all profanation in the world, that good 
chriſtians ought to have. 4 
Eſcal. 


—_— 
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Eſcal. This comes off well; here's a wiſe officer. 

Ang. Go to: what quality are they of? Elbow is 
your name? why doſt thou not ſpeak, Elbow? 

Clown, He cannot, Sir; he's out at elbow. 

Ang. What are you, Sir? 

Elb. He, Sir? a tapſter, Sir; parcel-bawd; one 
that ſerves a bad-woman ; whoſe Houſe, Sir, was, as 
they ſay, pluckt down in the ſuburbs; and now ſhe 
profeſſes a hot-houfe; which, I think, is a very ill 
houſe too. | | 

Eſcal. How know you that?. N "aA ; 

Elb. My wite, Sir, whom I deteſt before heav'n and 
your Honour. | „„ 

Eſcal. How! thy wife? 1 

Elb. Ay, Sirz whom, I thank heq n, is an honeſt 
woman; _ | | 

Eſcal. Doſt thou deteſt her therefßre? = 

Elb. I ſay, Sir, I will deteſt myſeſf alſo, as well a 
ſhe, that this houſe, if it be not a Fawd's houſe, it is 
pity of her life, for it is a naughty; houſe. 

cal. How doit thou know that | conſtable? 


Elb. Marry, Sir, by my wife; who, if ihe had 


dc been a woman cardinally given, night have been ac- 
8 cuſed in fornication, adultery, agd all uncleanneſs 
10 4 there. | 
FE cal. By the woman's means 2. . 
s Lib. Ay, 1 by miſtreſs Over done's means, but 
 Þ# as ſhe ſpit in lis face, ſo ſhe defy/d him. | 
-S 3} Clown, Sir, if it pleaſe your Hg@nour, this is not ſo, 
21 ; Elb. Prove tt before theſe varle Rere, thou honour- 
o- able man. prove it. Eh | 
I. cal. Do zou hear how he miſplaces? 

y' WU © Clown. Fir ſhe came in great with child; and 

VF © longing laving your Honour's feverence) for 
ial „ ſtew'd preyns; Sir, we had but two in the houſe, 
re © which at that very diſtant time ſtood, as it were, in 
od i © a fruit-diſh, a diſh of fome three pence; (your Ho- 
* 2 © nours have ſeen ſuch diſhes; they are not China 
cal. 


diſhes, but very good diſhes.)  -. » Bfeal. 
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Eſcal. Go to, goto; no matter for the diſh, Sir. 
++ Clown. No, indeed, Sir, not of a pin; you are 


therein in the right: but to the point; as I ſay; 


this miſtreſs Elbow, being, as I ſay, with child, and 
being great belly'd, and longing, as I ſaid, for 
prewns; and having but two in the diſh, as I ſaid; 
maſter Froth here, this very man, having eaten the 
reſt, as I ſaid, and, as I ſay, paying for them very 


honeſtly ; for, as you know, maſter Froth, I could 


not give you three-pence again. 

Froth. No, indeed. 

% Clown, Very well; you being then, if you be 
remembered, cracking the ſtones of the foreſaid 
prewns. 

Froth. Ay, ſo I did, indeed. 

* Clown. Why, very well; I telling you then, if 
you be remembred, that ſuch a one, and ſuch a 
one, were paſt cure of the thing you wot of, un- 
leſs they kept very good diet, as I told you. 
Froth. All this is true. 

„ Clown, Why, very well then. | 
Eſcal. Come, you are a tedious fool; to the pur- 


poſe: what was done to Elbow's wife, that he hath 
cauſe to complain of? come to what was done to her. 


6&6 


V Clown, Sir, your Honourcannot come to that yet. 
Eſcal, No, Sir, nor I mean it not. 
i Clown. Sir, but you ſhall come to it, by your 


+ Honour's leave: and, I beſeech you, look into 


maſter Froth here, Sir, a man of fourſcore pound 
a year; whoſe father dy'd at Hallowmas, Was't 
not at Hallowmas, maſter Froth ? 

Froth. All-holland eve. 


% Clown. Why, very well; I hope here be truths. } 
He, Sir, fitting, as I ſay, in a lower chair, Sir; 
'twas in the bunch of grapes, where, indeed, you 


have a delight to lit, have you not? 


Froth. J have ſo, becauſe it is an open room, and 
good for winter, | 


© Clown. 
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: „ Clown. Why, very well then; I hope here be 
te truths. % _ 
Ang. This will laſt out a night i in Ruſſia, 
When nights are longeſt there., I'll take my leave, 
And leave $ou to the hearing of the cauſe; 
2 Hoping, F Il find good cauſe to whip them all. 


SCENE! III. 
Eſcal. 1 Think no leſs. Good marrow to your lord- 


- ſhip. 1 Exit Angelo. 
| BK Now, Sir, * on: what was done to Elbow's wife, 
once more? n 

| Clown.. Once, Sir? there was nothing done to her 
once. i | 
Elb. I beleech you, Sir, alk him what this man did 


to my wile. x h 


F Clown. I nNeſeech your Honour, alk me. 
Eſcal. Well, Sir, what did this gentleman to her? 
Clown. I be ſeech you, Sir, look in this gentleman's 
face; good, maſſer Froth, look upon his Honour; tis 
r. for a good rpole; doth your Honour mark his face 2 
& i Eſcal. Ay, Sir, very well. 
4 Clown. N) ty. I beſeech you, mark it well. 
& Eſcal. Woll. I do ſo. 
8 Clown, Doth your Honour ſee ay | harm in his 
as : face ? | 


Eſcal. Why, n 
ad _Cown. ths 3 d upon a book, his face is 
2, the worlt thing about him: good then; if his face be 
| the worlt thing about Rim, how could maſter Frotk 
do the conllible' s wife any haym ? I would know 
BE that of your Honour. 

i 2 al. He's in the right; conllable, what ſay you 


ir; 

Ito it? 
K* Elb. Firſtgan' it like you, the B'S is a reſpected 
ind ouſe; nech this is a reſpected fellow; and his miſ- 


trels is a r. pecled woman. 


} = Clown. 
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Clown. By this hand, Sir, his wife is a more re- 


ſpected perlon than any of us all. 

Elb. Varlet. thou heſt; thou lieſt, wicked varlet; 
the time 1s yet to come, that ſhe was ever reſpected 
with man, woman, Or child. 


Clown. Sir, the was reſpected with him beſore he 


marry d with her. 

Ejcal. Which is the wiſer here? Juſtice, - or 10 
quity ? «+ Is this true ? 

Elb. O thou caitiff! O thou varlet ! O thou wicked 
Hannibal! J reſpected with her, before I was marry'd 
to her? If ever, I was reſpected with her, or the with 
me, let not your worſhip think me the poor duke's 
officer; prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, or Tl! 
have mine action of battery on thee. 

Eſcal. If he took you a box o'th' ear, you might 
have your action of ſlander too. 


Elb, Marry, I thank your good worſhip for't: 


what is't your worſhip's pleaſure 1 ſhall do with this 
wicked caitiff ? 


Eſcal. Truly, officer, becauſe he hath ſome offences 


in him, that thou wouldſt diſcover if thou couldſt, 


let him continue in his courſes, till thou know'ſt 


- what they are. 


_ Elb. Marry, I thank your worſhip for it; thou 1 a 
ſceſt, thou wicked varlet now, what's come upon #; 
thee. Thou art to continue now, thou varlet; thou 


art to continue, 
Eſcal. Where were you born, friend? [To Froth. 
Froth. Here in Vienna, Sir. 
Eſcal. Are you of fourſcore pounds a year? 
FTroth. Yes, and't pleaſe you, Sir, 
Eſcal. So. What trade are you of. Sir ? 


Clown. A tapſter, a poor widow's tapſter. 

Eſcal. Your miſtreſs's name? 

Clown. Miſtreſs Over-done. 

Eſcal. Hath ſhe had any more than one huſpand' 
Cloun. 


[To the Clown. 


7 4 


; 
4 
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Clown, Nine, Sir: Over-done by the laſt.” 

Eſcal. Nine? come hither to me, maſter Froth : 

maſter Froth, I would not have you acquainted with 
tapſters; They will draw you, maſter Froth, and you 
will hang them. Get you gone, and let me hearno 
more 4 you. \ 

Frot, I thank your worſhip; for mine own part, I 
never Come into any room in a taphouſe, but I am 
draun- n. 

Eſcaly Well; no more of it, Lats Froth; farewel. 
* Exit Froth. 


2 1 Y. 


SCENE IV. 


4 


Come ou hither to me, maſter tapſter; what's 


your name, maſter tapſter? 
Clos. Fompey. » 
Eſcal. What elle ? 
Clown. Bum, Sir. 


Eſcal Troth, and your bowl 1s the greateſt thing 


about you, ſo that, in the beaftlieſt ſenſe, you are 


+ Pompey the Great. Pompey, you are partly a bawd, . 


7 Pompey; howſoever you colour it in being a tapſter; 


3 are you not? come tell me true, t ſhall be the better 


for you. 870 9 
Clown. Truly. Sir, I am a poo! fellow that would 


live. it 


Eſcal How would you live, Pompey? by being a 


bad? what do you think of wy trade, Pompey ? 1s it 


$a lawful trade? 


own. 


and?! g 


bt mall 


Clown, If the law will allow 1 ir. 
[55 the law will not a dw it, Pompey; nor 


ot be allowed in Vienna. 


Clowi\, Does your worſhip mean to geld and ſplay 


ö all the outh in the city? 


Eſcal. No, Pompey. 
Cay Truly, Sir, in my poor opinion, they will 
| wk : 
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to't then. If your worſhip will take order for the-drabs 
and the knaves, you nced not fear the bawds. 

Eſcal. There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell 

ou: it is but heading and hanging. 

Clown. If you head and hang all that offend that way 
but for ten years together, you'll be glad to give out a 
commiſſion for more heads: if this law hold in Vienna 
ten years, I'll rent the faireſt houſe in it, after three 
pence a bay: if you hve to lee this come to pals, ſay, 
Pompey told you ſo. | 

Eſcal. Thank you, good Pompey ; and in requital 
of your prophecy, hark you; I advile you, let me not 
find you belore me again upon any complaint what- 
ſoever; no, not for dwelling where you do; if I do, 

Pompey, I ſnall beat you to your tent, and prove a 

ſhrewd Ceſar to you: in plain dealing, Pompey, I 

ſhall have you whipt: ſo for this time, Pompey, fare 
ou well. 


Clown. I thank your worſhip for your good counſel ; -* 


but I ſhall follow it, as the fleſh and fortune ſhall bet- 
ter determine. 
Whip me? no, no; let carman whip his jade; 
The valiant heart's not whipt out of his trade. 


Exit. 


ENEV. 
| Efeal. Cen hither to me, maſter Elbow; come 


hither, maſter conſtable; how long have 


you been, in this place of conſtable? 
Elb. Seven years and a half, Sir. 


* I'll rent the faireſt houſe in it, for three pence a bav: | Mr. Theobald N 
found that this was the Reading of the old Books, and he follows it 
out of pure Reverence for Antiquity. He ſuppoſes Bay to be that Pro- 
jection called a Bay-window ; as if the Way of rating Houſes was by 
the Number of their Bay-windows. But it is quite another Thing, 


and ſignifies the ſquared Frame of a Timber Houſe ; each of which © 


Diviſions or Squares is called a Bay, Hence a Building of ſo many , 


- Bays, : 
Eſcal. a 
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Eſcal. 1 thought, by your readineſs in the office, 
you ; had continued 1n 1t ſome time: you ſay ſeven 
years together? | 28 
Elb. And a half, Sir. | 


Eſcal. Alas! it hath been gteat pains to you; =" 


3 do you wrong to put you ſo oft upon t: are there not 
men in your ward ſufficient to ewe 


Elb. aith. Sir, few of any wit in ſuch matters; as 
they are choſen, they are glad to cl/ife mecor them. 


1 I do it for ſome Pore of MONEY, 15 {nd go through 


with all. 
Eſcal. Look you, bring me in the hames of ſome ſix 
or ſeven, the moſt ſufficient of yougpariſh. 
Elb. To your worſhip's houſe, Sf 
Eſcal. To my houſe; fare you well What's a clock. 
think you? þ' Exit Elbow. 
Juſt. Eleven, Si. . Y 
Eſcal. I pray you, home to dinns* with as. 
Juft [ humbly thank you. :; 3 
Eſcal. It grieves me for the death if Claudio : : 
t there's no remedy. * 
* ord Angelo is ſevere. 4 
Eſcal. Mt is but needful: | 
Mercy 1 it not itſelf, that oft looks ſd: 1 4t) 4 
Pardon 5 ſtill the nurſe of ſecond woe : 


9 But yet, poor Claudio ! there $ no remedy. 
$ Come, Sir. N | | Excunt, 


2 SCENE VI. 


Enter Provoſt. and a Semen 


Serv. LIE-s hearing of a cauſe; he will come ſtraight: 
Ill tell him of you. 
Prov. Pray you, do; Fll know 


His pleaſure; 't may be, he'll relent; alas! | 
He hath;but as offended in a dream : 


all ages ſmack of this vice; and he 


; * 
f 2 ; £2 , Ang. 
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Enter Angelo. 


Ang. Now, what's the matter, Provoſt? 
Prov. Is it your will, Claudio ſhall die to morrow ? 


Ang. Did notI tell thee, yea? hadſt thou not order? 
Why doſt thou alk again? 
Prov. Leſt I might be too raſh. 
Under your good correction, I have ſeen, 
When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o er his doom. 
Ang. Go to; let that be mine, 
Do you your office, or give up your place, 
And you tall well be Aut d. DES 
Prov. I crave your pardon. 
What ſhall be done, Sir, with the groaning Juliet . 
She's very near her hour. 
Ang. Diſpoſe of her 
To. ſome more fitting place, and that with ſpeed. 
Serv. Here is the like oF the man condema. d, 
Deſires acceſs to you. 
Ang. Hath he a ſiſter? 
Prov. Ay, my good lord, a very virtuous maid, 
And to be ſhortly of a liter-hood. 
If not already. 


Ang. Well; let her be admitted. Exit Servant. 


See you, the fornicatreſs he remov'd; 
Let her have needful, but not laviſh, means; 
There ſhall be order ftcr it. 


Ss M E. N E VII. 


Enter Lucio and Iſabella. 


Prov. 8 AVE your honour. 
Ang. Stay yet a while, 
what's your will? 
Jab. I am a woful ſuitor to your Honour, 
Pleaſe but your Honour hear me. 


Y'are welcome: 


Ang. 


nl. 


me; 
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Ang Well; what's your ſuit? 

Jab. , 48 is a vice that moſt I do abhor, 
And m ſt deſire ſhould meet the blow of juſtice ; 
For which I would not plead, but that I muſt; 

For which I-muſt not plead, but that I am 
At war, twixt wall, and will not. 
Ang. Well; the matter ? 
Jab. ¶ have a brother is condemn'd to die; 
I do beſeech ou, let it be his fault, 
And not my brother. | 

Prov. Heav'n give thee moving graces ! 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it? 
V hy, every fault's condemn'd, ere it be Marie 
Mine were the very cipher of a function. 

To find the faults, whaſe fine ſtands 1 in record, 
And let go by the aQor. 

Jab. GJ juſt, but ſevere law! 
I had a bjother then; heav'n keep your Honour! : 

Lucio. ¶ ive not o'er ſo: to him again, intreat him, 
Kneel dd wn before him, hang upon his gown ; . 
You areſtoo cold; if you ſhould need a pin, 

You cowJd not with more tame a torighe defire it. 

To him, 1 ſay. 

I/ab, 11uſt he needs die? . 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy. =— 

Iſab. Ves; I do think that vou \might pardon 
him; 


2 
* 


And neither heav'n, nor man, . the mercy. 
Ang. Iwill not dot. | 
Jab. But can you, if you would? 

Ang. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do. 


Iſab. Bit might you do't, and do the world no 
Wrong, 
If ſo your heart were touch'd with that remorſe, 
As mine ; to him? 
Ang. He's ſentenc'd; tis too late. 
Lucio. You are too cold. 


A Jab. 
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ab. Too late? why, no; I, that do ſpeak a word, I 
May call it back again: Well believe this, 1 
No ceremony that to Great ones longs, 
Not the King's crown, nor the deputed ſword, 
The marſhal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe. 
Become them with one half ſo good a-grace, 
As mercy does: if he had been as you, ' + 
And you as he, you would have ſhpt like bim; 
But he, like you, would not have been ſo lern. 
Ang. Pray you, be gone. ; 
 J/ab. I wou'd to heavn I had your potency, 
And you were Jabel; ſhould it then be thus ?. 
No; I would tell what 'twere to be a judge. 
And what a priſoner. 
Lucio. Ay, touch him; there's the vein. 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And ou but waſte your words. 
* Iſab. Alas! alas! 
Why. all the fouls that are, were forſeit once: 
And he, that might the vantage beſt have took, 
Found out the remedy. How would you be, 
If he, which 1s the top of judgment, ſhould 
But judge you, as you are? oh, think on that; 
* And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man, new made. | 
Ang. Be you content, fair maid; 
If is the law, not I, condemns your brother. 
Were he my kinſman. brother, or my ſon, 
It ſhould be thus with him; he dies to-morrow. 
T/ab. To-morrow, Oh! that 8 ſudden. Spare him, 


ſpare him. 
He's not prepar'd for death: Even for out kitchins Noth 
We kill the fowl, of ſeaſon; ſhall we ferve heav'n Tho 
— | | Split 
*. Id mercy then will breathe within your lips, - + -* Thar 


Like man new made. * This is a fine Thought, and finely er D {} 
pteſſed: The Meaning is, that Mercy will add fuck Grace to your Tr whe 
on, that you will appear as amiable as Man come ſr ef 0 of the Hands Moſt 


his Creator. 
With 


As Jove himſelf does, Jove would n 


I Meaſure for Meaſure. | 29 
With leſs reſpect, than we do miniſter. you: 
To ourzgrols letves? good, good m lord. bethink 
Who ig it, that hath dy'd for this offen ce? 
many hath committed 1t. 
. Ay. well ſaid. 

Ang. The law hath not been dead! tho' it hath 
Thoſe many had not dar'd to do 3 [{lept: 


f 
$ 


If the firſt man that did th' edict infrifge, 

Had anfwered for his deed. Now, '&s awake; 

Takes note of what is done; and, liki a prophet, 

Looks in a glaſs that ſhews what futi je evils, 

Or new$or by remiſſneſs neW-CONCel) d. 

And ſo fn progreſs to be hatch'd an born;/ 

Are noh to have no ſucceſſive ot 

But erej:;hey live, to end. 
1 ſhew ſome pity. 
Ang. 1 ſhew it molt of all, when [ ſhew juſtice 

For the I pity thoſe, I do not kng 

Which a diſmiſs'd offence would affer - gaul ; 

And do him right, that, antoetingd ne foul wrong, 

Lives not to act another. Be ſatisfy'd; 

Your brother dies, to-morrow; be centent. 

you muſt be the firſt, M4 . gives this ſen- 

tence ; 

And he that ſaffars: oh, 'tis Mya at 

To have a giant's ſtrength; but it | tyrannous, 


\ 


— 
Kid 


To ule i like a giant. 
Lucio. That' s well ſaid. 


Jab. Gould great men thunder 


Ir be quiet; 
For every pelting, petty, officer 
Would uſe his heav'n for thunder; 
Nothingþut thunder: merciful heav'n! 
Thou rafher with thy ſharp, and ſulph'rous, bolt 
Split'ſt he unwedgeable and gnarledoak. 
Than the ſoft myrtle : O, but man ! proud man, 
Dreſt in à little brief authority, 


Moſt 1 ignorant of what he's moſt aſſur EN” 
C 3 * | His 


| | . : 
30 Meaſure for Meaſure. 


His glaſly eſſence, like an angry ape. 

Plays ſuch fantaſtic tricks before high heav'n, 

As makes the angels weep; who, with our ſpleens, 
Would all themſelves laugh mortal, 


He's coming : I perceive't. 
Prov. Pray heav'n, ſhe win him! 

Iſab. We cannot weigh our brother with yourſelf : 
Great men may jeſt with Saints; 'tis wit in them; 
But, in the leſs, foul prophanation. 

Lucio. Thou'rt right, girl; more o' that. 

Hab. That in the captain's but a choleric word, 
Which in the ſoldier is flat blaſphemy. 

Lucio. Art avis d o'that ? more on't. 

Ang. Why do you put theſe ſayings upon me? - 

Jab. Becauſe authority, tho' it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itſelf, 

That tkins the vice o'th top: go to your boſom ; 


That's like my brother's fault; E if it confeſs 
A natural guiltineſs, ſuch as is his, 
Let it not found a thought upon your tongue 
Againſt my brother's life. 
Ang. She ſpeaks, and 'tis ſuch ſenſe, 
That my ſenſe bleeds with it. Fare you well. 
Vab. Gentle, my lord, turn back. 
Ang. I will bethink me; come again to-morrow, 
-» AJjab, Hark, how [I'll bribe you: good my lord, 
turn back. . 
N Ang. How? bribe me? , 


with you. 

Lucio. You had marr'd all elſe. 

Jab. Not with fond ſhekles of the teſted gold, 
Or ſtones, whole rate are either rich, or poor, 
As fancy values them; but with true pravers, 
That ſhall be up at hea? n, and enter there, 


Ere ſun-riſe: Prayers from preſerved ſouls, 
From 


Jab. Ay, with ſuch gifts, that heav'n ſhall ſhare | 


Lucio. Oh, to him, to him. Wench: he will relent; | 


8 
7 
„ 


Knock there, and alk your heart, what it doth kno oe | 


its I 


Are 


om 


That, lyiag by the violet in the 


_ 
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ing maids, whoſe minds j dechcate?: -| ' !- 
To not! Wg temporal. 
Ang. Well; come tomorrow. 
Luci Go to; tis well; away. 
1Jab leav'n keep your Honour ſafe! 
Ang. Amen: 
For I at) that way going to temptation. 
Where Prayers croſs, | 
Iſab. At what hour to-morrow = ; | 
Shall I attend your lordſhip : ? . 0 
Ang. At any time fore noon. | | 
Jab. Save you Honour ! 


SCENE VIII. ne.» 


M thee; even from th / virtue. 
hat's this? what's this 2 1s this her fault, 


4 Fi: 


3 or mine? 
The tempter, or the tempted, . moſt? 
Not ſhe; nor doth ſhe tempt; bu it is J, 


Do, as 5 carrion does, not as t 1— 

Corrupt with virtuous ſeaſon. Cin it be, 

That mod eſty may more betray gar ſenſe, 

Than weman's lightneſs? hau ing waſte ground 

enough, WFP: 

Shall we defire to raze the ſandh} ry. 

And pitch pur evils there? oh, + he, fie! 

What doſt thou? or what art tWu, Angelo? 

Doſt thou gelire her foully, tor thole things 

That makeker good? Oh, let her brother live: 

Thieves forttheir robbery have authority, 

When judges ſteal themſelves. What? do I love her, 

That I deſii to hear her ſpeak again, 

And feaſt upon her eyes? what is't I dream on? 

Oh, cunning enemy, that, to catch a Saint, 

With 1] doſt bait thy hook! moſt dangerous 
0 4 Is 


[Excunt Lucio and Iſabella. 9 
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Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 

To lin in loving virtue: ne er could the ſtrumpet. 
With all her double vigour, art and nature. 

Once ſtir my temper; but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite: Ever till this very Now, 
When men were fond, I ſmil'd, and wonder'd how. 
Exit. 


GENE N. | 
Changes to a Priſon. | , * 
Enter Duke habited like a Friar, and Provoſt. 
Duke. H= to you, Provoſt! ſo, I think, you are. 


Prov. I am the Provoſe ; what's vour wall, 


good Friar ? 4 
1 Bound by my charity, and my bleſt Order, * 
T come to viſt the afflicted ſpirits 51 
Here in tbe priſon; do me the common right Bi 
To let me ſec them, and to make me know 4 
The nature of their crimes; ; that I may miniſter = 4 
To them accordingly. = |: 
Prov. I would do more than that, if more were v0 
needful. er | Ar 
Enter Juliet. | oo 
Look, here comes one; a gentlewoman of mine, 
*Who falling in the flames of her own youth, Th 
Hath bliſter'd her report: ſhe is with child; | Bi 
And he, that got it, ſentenc d: a young man ; ; 


More ht to do another ſuch offence, 
Than die for this. 

Duke. When muſt he die? 

Prov. As I do think, to-morrow. 
I have provided for you ; ſtay a while, [To Juliet. 
And you ſhall be conducted. 

Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the {in you carry ? 


* Who falling in the flaws of her own youth 
Hati bliſter'd ker report : | Who doth not fee that the Integrity of 
the Metaphor requires we ſhould read, flames of ker own youth. 


4 Juliet, 


O . 
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Juliet. I ad; and bear the ſhame moſt patiently. 
Duke. I'll Fach you, how you ſhall arraign your 
conſc ence, 
And try you penitencè, if it be ſound, 
Or hollowly put on. 
Juliet, T 18 learn. 
Duke. Lowe you the man that wrong'd you ? 
Juliet. Ves as I love the woman that wrong'd him. 
Duke. So then, it ſeems, your molt offenceful act 
Was mutually committed. 


Juliet. Mutually. 
Duke. Thengwas your fin of belt kind than his. 


ö Juliet. I dofxonfels it, and repent it, father. 
l, | Duke, "Tis jacet ſo, daughter; but repent you not, 
As that the ſta hath brought yd n to this ſhame? 
N Which ſorrow's always tow'rds gurſelves, not heay'n; 
3 Shewing, we d not ſeek heaven as we love it, 


But as we ſtand in fear. 
Juliet. I do repent me, as it} s an evil; 
And take the ſhame with joy, 


5 
= - Duke. — reſt. 4 | 

re Your partners as I hear, mulſtidie to-morrow, 
And I am go ng with inftrutfon to him; p 
So, grace go vith you ! benedicate. Exit. 

Juliet. Muſk die to-morrow ! oh, injurious love, 
That reſpites g Ine a life, whoſe very comfort 
Is ſtill a dying horror ! | 
F Prov. Tis ſity of him. 1 


s GENE X. 


Changes to the Palace. 


>t. 4 Enter Angelo. 
Ang. W N N pray and think, I think 


* 0 and p _ > 

Io feviral ſubjects: hen n hath iny empty words, 
ol Whilſt my intention, hearing not my tongue, 
* Anchors on * Heav'n's in my mouth, | 
on | C 55 C > As 


n 


j | 45 
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1 As if I did but only chew its name; 


And in my heart the ſtrong and ſwelling evil 
Of my conception: the ſtate, whereon I ſtudied, 


Is like a good thing, being often read, * MY; 
Grown ſear'd and tedious; yea, my gravity | 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, p 
Could I with boot change for an idle plume 
Which the air beats for vain. Oh place! oh form! [ 
How often doſt thou with thy caſe, thy habit, 11 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiſer ſouls N 
To thy falſe ſeeming ? blood, thou art but blood: I 
Let's write good angel on the devil's horn; A 
*Tis not the devil's creſt. . T 
Enter Servant. | — 
a 


How now, who's there? A 
Serv. One Jabel, a ſiſter, defires acceſs to you. = Tc 
Ang. Teach her the way. Oh heav'ns! 9 

Why does my blood thus muſter to my heart. 

Making both That unable for itſelf, 5 

And diſpoſſeſſing all my other parts BB W 

Of neceſſary fitneſs ? No 

So play the fooliſh throngs with one that ſwoons ; Gr 

Come all to help him, and ſo ſtop the air As 

By which he ſhould revive: and even ſo 1 

The gen'ral ſubjects to a well-wiſht King Ih. 
uit their own part, and in obſequious fondneſs 4 

Crowd to his preſence, where their untaught love Sta 

Muſt needs appear offence. How now, fair maid ? 1 

0 | 4 

SCENE. XI. 1 5 

| Pror 

Enter Iſabella. Mig 

T/ab. Jon come to know your pleaſure, To { 
Ang. That you might know it, would much J. 

better pleaſe me, Fll t 


Than to demand, what ' tis. vour brother cannot live. 


Jab. 


ch 


VC. 
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Jab. Ev'r n ſo? — Heaven keep your Honour ! 
| Going. 
Ang. vet Nay he live a wither and, it may be, 
As long as you or I; yet he tauſt die. 
Jab. Under your ſentence; 1 
Ang. Vea. N 
Jab. When, I beſeech you? that in his reprieve, 
Longer or ſhilrter, he may be. ſo fitted, 
That his ſoul ſicxen not. 
Ang. Ha? fie, theſe filthy vices! twere as good 
To pardon him, that hath from nature ſtol n 
A man alreac' made, as to remit 
Their ſawcy {weetneſs, that do coin heav'n's image 
In ſtamps that are forbid : 'tis all as eaſy, 
Falſely to take away a life true made; 
As to put metal in reſtrained means, 
To make a fadſe one. * 
Jab. Tis ſet down ſo in- heav'n, but not in earth. 
Ang. And ſay you ſo? * I ſhall poze you 
quickly. 
Which had you rather, that * moſt juſt law 
Now took your brother s life; or, to redeem him, 
Give up your body to ſuch yweet uncleanneſs. 
As ſhe, that he hath ftain'd ? 
1/ab. Sir, believe this, 
I had rather give my body than my Soul 
Ang. I talk not of your ſ6ul; our compell'd {ins 
Stand more for number than accompt. 
Jab. How fay you? | 
Ang. Nay, I'Il not warran that; for I can ſpeak 
Againſt the tliing I ſay. Anlwer to this: 
I, now the voice of the record law, 
Pronounce a ſentence on rol brother's life : 
Might there not be a charityn ſin, 
To ſave this brother's life ? | 
Jab. Pleaſe you to do's, 
Ill take it as a peri! to my ſoul, 
It is no fin at all, but charity, 


— 


C 0 | | Ang. 
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Ang. Pleas'd you to do't at peril of your ſoul, 
Were equal poize of {in and charity. 

Jab. That I do beg his life, if it be fin, 
Heav'n, let me bear it! you, granting my ſuit, 
Af that be ſin, I'll make it my morn- -pray r 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 

And nothing of your anſwer. 

Ang. Nay, but here me: 
Your ſenſe purſuesnot mine: either, you're ignorant; 
Or ſeem ſo, craftily; and that's not good. 

Jab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But gracioufly to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wiſdom wiſhes to appear moſt bright, 
When it doth tax itſelf: as theſe black malks, 
Proclaim an en-thield beauty ten times louder, 
Than beauty could diſplay'd. ' But mark me, 

To be received plain, III ſpeak more groſs; 
Your brother is to die. 

Iſab. So. 

Ang. And his offence is lo, as it appears 
Accountant to the law upon that Pain. 

Hab. True, 

Ang. Admit no other way to ſave bis life. 

(As I ſubſcribe not that, nor any other, 

But in the Joſs of queſtion. ) that you his filler, 
Finding yourſelf deſir'd of ſuch a perſon, 

Whoſe. credit with the judge, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from the manacles 

Of the all-holding law; and that there were 
No earthly mean to ſave him, but that either 
You mult lay down the treaſures of your body 
To this ſuppos'd, or elſe to let him ſuffer; 

What would you do? 

Jab. As much for my poor brother, as myſelf: 
That is, were J under the terms of death, 

Th' impreſſion of keen whips I'd wear as rubies, 


And {trip myſelf to death, as to a bed 
| That 


* 


— — bY 
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That longing b've been ſick ſor, ere I'd yield 
My body up to ſhame. i 
Ang. Then muſt your brother die. 
Jab. And 'twereè the cheaher way; 
Better it were, a brother dy- d at once; 
Than that a filter, by ene him, 
Should die for ver. 
Ang. Were * you then as cruel as the ſentence, 
That you have flander'd ſo?$ | 
Iſab. As ignominious ranfom, and free pardon, 
Are of two houſes: lawful mercy, ſure, 
Is nothing kin to foul redemption. 
Ang. You ſeem'd of late to make the law a tyrant, 
And rather proY'd the lliding of your brother 


A merriment, than a vice, 


ab. Oh pardon me, my lord; it oft falls out, 
To have what we would have, we ſpeak not what we 
I ſomething do excuſe the thing I hate, ſ[mean: 
For his advantage that I dearly love. 

Ang. We are all frail. | 

Jab.“ Elſe le; my brother die. 
If not a feodary, but only he; 
Owe, and ſucceed by weakned 1 


Ang. Nay, women are frail too. | 
Jab. Ay, as the glaſſes wh they viewtiſcmſelves; 


Which 0 as eaſy broke, as? they make forms. 
Women! help heay'n; men their creation mar, 
In profiting by them: nay, pl us ten times frail ; 


1 Elſe let my brother lie. 

If not & feodary, but only he, ke. This is ſo obſcure, but the 
Alluſion ſo fine, that it deferves to be explain'd. A Feodary was one, 
that in the Times of Vallalage held Lands of the chief Lord, under the 
Tenure of paying Rent and Service: Which Tenures were call d Feuda 
amongſt the Goths, Now, ſays Angelo, we are all frail; yes, re- 
ah plics Habeila; if all Mankind were not Feodaries, who owe what 
{© they are to this Tenure of Imbecillify,/and who ſucceed each other 
by the ſame Tenure, as well as my Mother, I would give him up.” 
The comparing Mankind, lying under the Weight of original Sin, 
to a Feodary, who owes Suit and Service to his Lord, is, I think, 
not ill imagined, R 

For 
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For we are ſoft as our complexions are, 
And credulous to falſe prints. 
Ang. I think it well; 
And from this teſtimony of your own ſex, 
(Since I ſuppoſe we're made to be no ſtronger, 
Than faults may ſhake our frames) let me be bold; 
I do arreſt your words: be That you are, 
That 1s, a women; if you're more, you're none. 
If you be one, as you are well expreſs'd 
By all external warrants, ſhew it now, 
By putting on the deſtin'd livery. 
I/ab. I have no tongue but one; gentle, my lord, 
Let me intreat you, f ſpeak the formal language. 
Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you. 
Jab. My brother did love Juliet; 
And you tell me, that he ſhall die for it. 
Ang. He ſhall not, Jabel, if you give me love. 
Iabs I know. your virtue hath a licence in't, 
Which ſeems a little fouler than it 1s, 
To pluck on others. 
Ang. Believe me, on mine honour, 
My words expreſs my purpoie. 
 Jfab. Ha! little honour to be much believ'd, 
And moſt pernicious purpole ! ſeeming, ſeeming !. — 
I will proclaim thee, Angelo; look for't: 
Sign me a preſent pardon for my brother, 
Or, with an out-ſtretch'd throat, III tell the world 
Aloud, what man thou art. 
Ang. Who will believe thee, Jabel? 
My unſoil'd name, th' auſtereneſs of my life, 
My vouch againſt you, and my place i'th' ſtate, 
Will ſo your accuſation over-weigh, 
That you ſhall ſtifle in your own report, 
And ſmell of calumny. TI have begun; ; 
And now I give my ſenſual race the rein. 


* And credulous to falſe prints.] i. e. take any Impreſſion. 
+ -—ſpeat the former language.] We ſhould read formal which 


| be here ules for plain, direct. 
Fit 
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Fit thy conſent to my ſharp appetite, | 

Lay by all nicety, and prolixious bluſhes, 

That baniſh what they ſue for; redeem thy brother 

By yielding up thy body to my will: 

Or elſe he muſt not only die the death, 

But thy unkindneſs ſhall his death draw out 

To ling'ring ſufferance. Anſwer me to-morrow ; 

Or by th' affection that now gu des me moſt, 

I'll prove a tyrant to him. As for you, _ 

Say what you can; my falſe o'erweighs your true. | Ex. 
Jab. To whom ſhould I bath +1 did I tell this, 

Who would believe me? O mot perilous mouths, 

That bear in them qne and the elf- ſame tongue, 

Either of condemnafion or appreof; 

Bidding the law make curtſy to Heir will; 

Hooking both right and wrongao th appetite, 

To follow, as it draws. Ill to My brother. 

Tho' he hath fall'n by prompture of the blood, 

Yet hath he in him ſuch a mind of honour, 

That had he twenty heads to tender down 

On twenty bloody blocks, he'd yield them up; 

Before his ſiſter ſhould her body ſtoop 

To ſuch abhorr'd pollution. | | 

Then, Jabel, live chaſte; and, brother, die; 

More than our brother is our chaſtity. 

TIM tell him yet of Angelo's requeſt; 

And fit his mind to death, for his ſoul's Reſt, Exit. 


— — 


ACT III. 8818 IL 
The PRISON. 
Enter Duke, | Claudio, and Provoſt, 
Dox z. 
80, then you hope of pardon from lord Angelo? 
Claud. The miſetable have no other medicine, 
But only Hope: I've hope to live, and am prepar'd 
to die. : = | 
Duke, Be abſolute for death: or death, or liſe, 


* 
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Shall thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſon thus with life; | 
If I do loſe thee, I do loſe a thing, | 
That none but fools would reck ; a breath thou art, 1 
Servile to all the {kiey influences, | b 
That do this habitation, where thou keep'lt, : 

Hourly afflict; merely thou art Death's Fool; 5 ! 


For him thou labour'ſt by thy flight to ſhun, : 

And yet runn'ſt tow'rd him ſtill. Thou art not noble; 5 

For all th' accommodations, that thou bear'it, 

Are nurs'd by baſeneſs: thou'rt by no means valiant; 

For thou doſt fear the ſoſt and tender fork 

Of a poor worm. Thy beſt of Reſt js ſleep, 

And that thou oft provok'ſt; yet grolly fear'ſt 

Thy death. which is no more. Thou rt not thyſelf; 

For thou exiſt'ſt on many a thouſand grains, 

That iſſue out of duſt. Happy thou art not; | 

For what thou haſt not, ſtill thou ſtriv'ſt to get; 

And what thou haſt forget'ſt. Thou art not certain; 

For thy complexion ſhifts to ſtrange effects, 

Aſter the moon. It thou art rich, thou'rt poor; 

For. like an afs, whoſe back with ingots bows, 

Thou bear'ſt thy heavy riches but a journey, 

And death unloadeth thez. Friend thou haſt none; 

For thy own bowels, which do call thee Sire, 

The mere eijution of thy proper loins, 

Do curſe the Gout, Serpigo, and the Rheum, 

For ending thee no ſooner. Thou haſt nor youth, nor 

But as it were an after-dinner's fleep, ſage; 

Dreaming on both; for pall'd, thy blazed youth 

Becomes aſſuaged, and doth beg the alms 

Of palſied Eld; and when thou'rt eld and rich, Tord 

Thou haſt neither * heat, affection, limb, nor bounty | qr, 
*—ileal, afſeflion, limb, nor beauty] But how does Beauh make Rickes ; " het 

pleaſant? We ſhould read Bounty, which compleies the Senſe, and is exe 

this; Thou haſÞ neither the Pleaſure of enjoying Riches thyſelf, for 1 O-m 

thou wanteſt Vigour: Nor of ſeeing it enjoyed by others, for thou (la 

wanteſt Bounty. Where the making the Want of Bounty as inſepara- Ia 


ble from old Age as the Want of Health, is ene latirical tho WT 
not altogether uſt, O cli 
To 


Yet 


Claus 


Where you ſhall be an ev erlalling | leiger. 


N "oY | 
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To make thy riches pleaſant. hat's yet in this, 
That bears the name of life? ye) in this hfe 
Lie hid more thouſand n! et death we fear, 
That makes theſe odds all even. 5 | 

Claud. J humbly thank you. 
To ſue to live, I hnd. I ſeek toWMie; ; 
And, ſeeking death, Gone lite: let it come on. N 


Enter Iſabella. 


Jab. What, ho? peace here, grace and good com- 
any! | 
Prov. Who's there? come in: the wiſh deſerves a 
welcome. . 
Duke. Dear Sir, ere long T ll viſit you again. 
(aud. Moſt holy Sir, I thank you. 
Tab. My Buiinefs is a word, or two, with Claudio, 
Prov. And very welcome. Look, Sigmor, here's 
your lifter, | = 
Duke. Provojt, a word with you. 
Prov. As many as you pleaſe. 
Dude. Bring them. to ſpeak where I my be con- 
ceal'd, # | 
Yet hear them. f | [Exeunt Duke and Provolt. 


1 


SCENE, II. 


Claud. 0 W, ſiſter, what's 4 ? 
Jab. W hy, as all comfßyts are; moſt en 
in Deed: 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to head n. 
Intends you for his ſwift ambaſſador; 


Therefore your belt appointment make with ſpeed, 
To-morrow you fet on. 

Claud. Is there no remedy ? 

Iſab. None, but ſuch remedy, as, to ) ſave a head, 
To cleave a heart 1 in twain. 
Claud. 
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Claud. But 1s there any ? 
Jab. Yes, brother, you may live: 
There is a deviliſh mercy in the judge. 
If you'll implore it, that will free your lite, 
But fetter you till death. 
Claud. Perpetual durance? | I 
Jab. Ay, juſt; perpetual durance; a reſtraint, 
Tho' all the world's vaſtidity you had, 3 
To a determin'd ſcope. 
Claud. But in what nature? 
Jab. In ſuch a one, as you, conſenting tot. 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear. 
And leave you naked. | 
Claud. Let me know the point. = I 
Jab. Oh, I do fear thee, Claudio; and I quake, A 
Leſt thou a fev'rous life ſhould'ſt entertain, | 
And fix or ſeven Winters more reſpect 
Than a perpetual Honour. Dar'ſt thou die? 
The ſenſe of death is moſt in apprehenſion ; 
And.the poor Beetle, that we tread upon, 
In corp'ral ſufferance finds a pang as great, 
As'when a giant dies. 
Claud. Why give you me this ſhame? 
Think you, I can a reſolution fetch 
From flow'ry tendernels ? if I muſt die, 
J will encounter darkneſs as. a bride, 
And hug it in mine arms. [grave 
Tab. There ſpake my brother; there my father's | 
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou mult die: 
Thou art too noble to conlerve a hie 
In baſe appliances. This outward-ſainted Deputy, 
Whoſe ſettled viſage and delib rate word | 
Nips youth i'th' head; and follies doth emmew, 
s faulcon doth the fowl; is yet a devil, - 
His filth within being caſt, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell, 


A id PA 


Claud. 


. 


Ve 


Yo 


aud. 
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Claud. * The Prieſtly Angelo? ;; | 

Iſab. Oh, tis the cunning liq; 

The damacd' ſt body to inveſt ad cover 

In“ Prieſtly guards. Doſt tho 

If I would vield him my virgi 

Thou might'ſtbe freed: ? | 
Claud. Oh. , heavens ! it cann 
Jab. Yes, he would give theg tor this rank offence, 

So to offend him till. This nis, at's the time 

That J ſhould.do what I abhor t& name, 

Or elſe thou dy'it to-morrow. F 
Claud. Thom ſhalt not do't. F# 
Hab. Oh, W ere it but my life 

I'd throw it d wen for your deliverance 

As frankly as a pin. 

Claud. Thanks, deareſt Iſabel. 
Jab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow. 
Claud. Ves. Has he affections in him, 

That thus can make him bite the la by th' noſe, 

When he would force it? ſure, it i no lin; 

Or of the deadly ſeven it is the leat; 

Tab. Which is the leaſt? 
Claud. If it were damnable, he Feing ſo wiſe, 

Why would he for the momentaryitrick 

Be perdurably fin'd? oh Jabel! A 
Jab. What lays my brother? }, 

Claud. Death's a fearful thing. * 

Jab. And hamed life a hateful $ 

Claud. Ay but to die, and 
where; 

To lie in cold obſtruction, ail to Lt; 


we know not 


2 


* The Princely Angelo —Princely guards.) Abme Editors miſtaking 
Guards for Satellites,) whereas it here ſignibe, | Lace} altered 1%). 
in both Places, io Princely. Whereas Sla tear wrote it Pri:ftly, as 
appears from the Words themſelves. In theffirſt Place we lee that 
Guards here ſignifies Lace, as referring to Liver nd as having no Senſe 
in the Signification of Satellites. Now prigſliſi Puards means Sanflity, 
which is the Senſe required. But princely G vrd means nothing but 
rich Lace, which is a Senſe the Paſſage will not bear. 

[ This 


24 
* 
1 
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This ſenſible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod; and the delighted ſpirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reſide 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribb'd ice; 
To be impriſon'd in the viewleſs winds. 
And blown with reſtleſs violence round about 
The pendant world; or to be worſe than worſt 
Of thoſe; that lawleſs and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling ; 'tis too horrible ! 
The wearieſt and moſt loathed worldly liſe, 
That age, ach, penury, impriſonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradiſe 
To what we fear of death. 

Iſab. Alas! alas! | 

Claud. Sweet lifter. let me live; 
What {in you do to ſave a brother's life, 
Nature diſpenſes with the deed ſo far, 
That it becomes a virtue. 

Jab. Oh, you beaſt! | 
Ob, faithleſs coward ! oh, diſhoneſt wretch ! 
Wilt thou be made a man, out of my vice? 
Is't not a kind of inceſt, to take life 


From thine own ſiſter's ſhame ? what ſhould I think? 


Heav'n grant, my mother plaid my father fair! 
For ſuch a warped flip of wilderneſs | 
Ne'er ifſu'd from his blood. Take my defiance, 
Die, periſh ! might my only bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it ſhould proceed, 
Tl pray a thouſand prayers for thy death; 
No word to ſave thee. 
Claud. Nay, hear me, 1/abel. 
Tſab. Oh, fie, fie, fie! 
Thy ſin's not accidental. but a trade; 
Mercy to thee would prove itſelf a bawd; 
'Tis beft, that thou dy'ſt quickly. 
Claud. Oh hear me, IT 


SCENE 


_a While. G 
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V 


SCENE III. 


"To th Hh, Enter Duke and Prov oft. 
Duke. V OUCHSAF E a word, young ſte but 


one word. 


Jab. What is your will? 
Duke. Might you diſpenſe with your leiſure, I 


would by and by have ſome (peech with you; the 


ſatisfaction 
benefit. 


1 u require; | is likewiſe your own 


Iſab. T have no ſuperfluons "Fi my ftay muſt 
he ſtolen out of other affairs : ut I will attend you 


Duke. Avi I have over-hea 3 whos hath paſt be- 
tween you and your Siſter. Angelo had — the 
purpoſe to corrupt her; de he hath made an 
aſſay of her virtue, to practiſe js judgment with the 
diſpoſition of natures. She, Having the truth of ho- 
nour in her, hath made him at gracious) denial, 
which he is moſt glad to receive: I am Confeſſor to 
Angelo, and 1 know this to be true; therefore pre- 


| pare yourſelf to death. Do not falſiſy your reſolu- 


tion with hopes that are fallible ; tomorrow you 
mult die; go to your knees, and make ready. 

Claud. Let me alk my fitter pardon ; I am ſo out 
of love with life, that I will ſuezto be rid of it. 

| . [Exit Claud. 

Duke. Hold you there; ſarevel. Provoſt, a word 
with you. : . 

Prov. What's your will, father? 5 x 

Duke. That now you are come, You will be gone ; 
leave me a while with the maid : mind promiſes 
with my habit, no loſs ſhall touch her by my com- 


Panyol: 7-7, N 
Prov. In good time. 155 ait Prov. 
Duke., The hand, that hath made you fair, hath 
made 


4 
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made you good; the goodnels, that is cheap in 
beauty, makes beauty brief in goodneſs; but grace, 
being the ſoul of your complexion, ſhall keep the 
body of it ever fair. The aflault, that Angelo hath 


made on you, fortune hath convey'd to my under- 


ſtanding; and but that,frailty hath examples for his 
falling, I ſhould wonder at Angelo : how will you do 
to content this Subſtitute, and to ſave your brother? 
Jab. I am now going to reſolve him: 1 had rather 
my brother die by the law, than my ſon ſhould be 
unlawfully born. But, oh, how much is the good 
Duke deceiv'd in Angelo? if ever he return, and I can 
ſpeak to him, I will open my lips in vain, or diico- 
ver his Government, 

Duke. That ſhall not be much amiſs; yet as the 
matter now ſtands, he will avoid your accuſation ; 
he made trial of you only. - Therefore faſten your 
ear on my adviſings: to the love J have in doing 


good, a remedy preſents itſelf. I do make myſelf be- 


lieve, that you may moſt uprightly do a poor wronged 
lady a merited benefit; redeem your brother from 
the angry law; do no ſtain to your own gracious 

erſon; and much pleaſe the abſent Duke, if, per- 
adventure, he ſhall ever return to- have hearing of 
this buſineſs. 

Jab. Let me hear you ſpeak farther; I have ſpi- 
rit to do any thing, that appears not foul in the 
truth of my ſpirit, | 

Duke. Virtue is bold, and Goodneſs never fearful: 
have you not heard ſpeak of Mariana. the ſiſter of 
Frederick. the great ſoldier who miſcarried at fea? 
Jab. J have heard of the lady, and good words 
went with her name. : 


Duke, Her ſhould this Angelo have marry'd; was 5 


athanc'd to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed: 
between which time of the contract, and limit of 
the ſolemnity, her brother Frederick was wreckt at 


ſea, having in that periſh'd veſſel the dowry of his 
| ſiſter. 
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ſiſter. Zut mark, how heavily thiYbefel to the poor 
gentlewt\man; there ſhe loſt a no and renowned 
brother, in his love toward her ev&+moſt kind and 
natural; with him the portion and ſinew of her for- 
er marriage-dowry ; with both, her combi- 
and, this well-ſeeming Angelo. 


Iſab. Zan this be ſo? did Angelo o leave her? 
Duke. Left her in tears, and dry'd not one of them 
7 with hi comfort; ſwallow'd his tows whole, pre- 
- tending, in her, diſcoveries of diſho our: in few, be- 
ſtow'd her on her own lamentatio},, which ſhe yet 
1 wears far his ſake; and he, a madible to her tears, 
- is waſhed with them, but relents npt. £545 
Iſab. What a merit were it in de ;th to take this 
e poor mid from the world! what qyrruption in this 
- life, that it will let this man live F. how out of 
IT this can ſhe avail? 
£ Duke.At is a rupture that you may eaſily heal; and 
e- the cur$gf it not only faves your btother, but keeps 
d you front © diſhonour in doing it. 
m Jab. Shew me how, good father. 
as Duke. his fore-nam'd maid hath yet in her the 
r- KM continuance of her firſt affection; his unjuſt unkind- 
ol nels, (that 1 in all reaſon ſhould have quenched her 
love.) hafh, like an impediment in the current, made 

pi- it more 1 and unruly. GO Wu to Angelo, an- 
he MF ſwer his fequiring with a plauſible edience; agree 

with his emands to the point; og y refer yourlelf 
ul: to this at vantage : firſt, that your ſtqy with him may 
of not be long ; that the time may har all ſhadow and 


ſtlence in it; and the place anſwer o ne. 
rds This beig granted. in courle now follows all: 
hall advYe this wronged maid to ſtead up your 5 


was © pointmeM, go in your place; if the encounter ac- 
ed: MR knowled(te itſelf hereafter, it may compel him to her 
of 1 and here by this is your brother ſaved, 
t at your 2 untainted, the poor Mariana advan- 


his *aged, the corrupt Deputy ſcaled. The maid” 


will 


= 


and, I truſt, it will grow to a moſt proſperous per- 
fection. 


reſides this dejected Mariana; at that place call upon 
me, and diſpatch with Angelo, that it may be quickly. 


Re-enter Duke as a Friar, Elbow, Clown, and Officers ; 
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will I frame, and make fit for his attempt : if you 
think well to carry this as you may, the doubleneſs 
of the benefit defends the deceit from reproof. What 


think you of 1t ? 
Jab. The image of it gives me content already, 


— — — 


4 


Duke. It lies much in your holding up; haſte you 
ſpeedily to Angelo; if for this night he intreat you 
to his bed, give him promiſe of ſatisfaction. I will 

reſently to St. Luke's; there at the moated Grange 


1/ab. I thank you for this comfort: fare you well, 
good father. | | Exeunt ſeverally, 


8 C EN K IV. 


Changes to the Street. 


Elb. AY, if there be no remedy for it, but that 
ou will needs buy and ſell men and women | 

like beaſts, we ſhall have all the world drink brown | T] 
and white þaltard. | # 6 
Duke. Oh, beav'ns! what ſtuff is here? \ 
Clown. "Twas never merry world ſince of two uſu- 
rics the merrieſt was put down, f and the worſer al- 
low'd by order of law. *** a furrd gown to keep | 


* baſtard.) A Kind of ſweet Wine then much in Vogue. From 
the Halian, Daſlardo. | : 
+ and the worſer allow'd by order of law. A furr'd gown, &c.] Here 

a Satire on Uſury turns abruptly to a Satire on the Perſon of the 
Ulurer, without any Kind of Preparation. We may be aſſured then, 
that a Line or two, at leaſt, have been loſt. The Subject of which 
a Compariſon between the two Uſurers: R 


we may cally diſcover, 
as, before, between the two Uſuries, So that for the Future the 


Paſſage ſhould be read with Alteriſks thus by order of law. *%%*%s | 
furr'd gewn, &c. 5 
| him 


r 


* 


h at 1 
nen | 
wn | 


uſu- 
r al- Jim warning; the Deputy cannot 
Kcep Þ 

If 
from him. he 1 


Here 
zf the 
chen, ; 


which 


ſurers; 
ire te 
* 3730.6 Þ 


him | 


have ſent. o the Deputy. 
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lim warnk and furr'd with fox a ld too, 
to hignilyS that craft, being richer * innocency, 
ſtands forthe facing. 

Elb. Ceme your way, Sir: bleſs 1 
Friar. % 

Duke. Ani you, good brother fat £ 
hath this man made you, Sir? 

Elb. e y, Sir, he hath offended the law; and. 
Sir, we tike hin to be a Thief too: Sir; for we have 
found upon him. Sir, a ſtrange Pee which we 


ou, good father 


r; what offence 


Duke Fie, Sirrah, a bawd, a tha bind! 
The evil hat thou cakes to be done, 
That is thy means to live. Doſt thou but think. 
What 'tis/to cram a maw, or clothe 2 back. 
From ſucl a filthy vice? ſay to th yſelt, 
From their abominable and beaflly touches 
I drink, T eat, array myſelf, and R 
Canſt thou believe thy living is a ”% 
So ſtinkingly depending! go mend, gend. 
Clown. Indeed, it doth ſtink in fome ort. Sir; but 
vet, Sir, Ewould prove 


Duke. y, if the devil have giv'n nee proofs for 


_— 


( 
2A 


ſin. 
Thou wilt prove his. 
Correction and inſtruction muſt both work, 
Ere this rüde beaſt will profit. i 

Elb. He muſt before the Deputy, Sitz he has given 


Take him to 


ſon, officer; 


15 a whore- 
maſter; if he be a whore-monger, and comes before 
Ire as good go a mile on us errand. 
Duke. at we were all, as ſome wauld ſeem to be, 
Free from! $4 faults, as faults, from ſeeming, free ! 


L 
— * 2 
1 
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SCENE v. 


7 


Enter Lucio. 


Elb. H S neck vill come to your waſte, a cord, Sir. 
L Clown. I ſpy comfort: I cry, bail: here's 
a gentleman, and a friend of mine. 

Lucio. How now, noble Pompey ? what, at the 
wheels of Cæſar? art thou led in triumph? what, is 
there none of Pigmalion's images, newly made Wo- 
man, to be had now, for putting the hand in the | 

ocket, and extracting it clutch'd? what reply? ha? 
what ſay'ſt thou to this tune, matter and method? 
It's not down 1th'-laſt reign. Ha? what ſay'ſt 
thou, trot? is the world as it was, man? which is 
the way? is it ſad and few words? or how? the trick 
of it? 

Duke. Still thus and thus; ſtill worſe ? . 

Lucio. How doth my dear morſel, thy miſtreſs?? V 
procures ſhe ſtill? ha? { 

Clown. Troth, Sir, ſhe hath eaten up all her beef, 


and ſhe is herſelf in the tub. bot! 

Lucio. Why, tis good; it is the right of it; it muſt 
be ſo. Ever your freſh whore, and your powder'd WM hi. 
bawd; an unſhunn'd conſequence, it mult be ſo. F 
Art going to priſon, Pompey ? 7 8 fro 


Clown. Yes, faith, Sir. ne: 


Lucio. Why, tis not amiſs, Pompey: farewel: go, ſen 
ſay, I ſent thee thither for debt, Pompey; or how - 1 
Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 1 [ 
Lucio. Well, then impriſon him; if impriſonment MF har: 
be the due of a bawd, why, tis his Right. Bawd if? 1 
cure 


he, doubtleſs, and of antiquity too; bawd born. 4 
Farewel, good Pompey: commend me to the priſon, : 

* Is'r not Drown'd % [aft Rain?) This ſtrange Nonſenſe 5 
ſhould be thus corrected, It's not down % laff Reign, i. e. thele 
are Severities unknown to the old Duke's Time. And this is to 


the Purpoſe. 
Pompey; 


* 
Lucio 
and 

cca 
wrote 


well þ 
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POP RE will turn good hu 
you will keep the houſe. 
Clown, Lhope, Sir, your good Wo ipwillbe my bail. 
Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, F mpey; it is not the 
wear; I Will pray, Pompey, to e jcreale your bon- 
dage: if you take it not patiently, wifes your mettle 
is the mire : adieu, truſty Pomp Weis you, Friar. 
DuicFAnd y you. | 
Lucio. Does Bridget paint ſtill,” Pompey? ha? 
Elb. Come your ways, Sir, come. 
Cloun. You will not bail me then, Sir? 
Lucio. Then, Pompey, nor now. What news abroad, 
at news ? 
z0me your ways, Sir, come. 
Lucio. Go to kennel, Pompey, zo, 
 [Exeunt Elbow / Clown and Officers, 


\ S CEN E, VI. : 
What FH Friar, of the Dukb/? 


nd now, Pompey ; 


Duke. 1 know none: can you tell me of any? 

Lucio. Some ſay, he is with tl e Emperor of, Ruſſia ; 
other Some, he is in Rome: but were is he, think you : 2 

Duke. I know not where; buy whereſoever, I wiſh 
him well. 

Lucio. It was a mad fantaſtic trick of him to ſteal 
from the State, and uſurp the beggary he was 
never bon to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his ab- 
ſence; h& puts Tranſgreſſion toꝰt. 

Duke. Me does well in't. 

Lucio. X little more lenity to leachery would do no 
harm in him; ſomething too crabbed that way, Friar. 

Duke, * It is too gentle a vice, and ſeverity muſt 
cure it. 


* It is tof general a Vice, ] The Oces ion of the Obſervation was 
Lucio's ſayigg, that it ought to be tre ted with a little more Lenity ; 
and his Anf ter to it is, — The Vice is M great Kindred, From the 
Occaſion, a id the Anſwer, therefore, At appears, that Shateſpear 
wrote. Il is too gentle a vice, — which Gignifying both indulgent and 
well bred, Lucio humouroully takes it in the latter Senſe. 


Dg | Duke. 


96ꝙ＋ꝙo:ʃ⸗ſ 
— * 
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Iucio. Yes, in good ſooth, the vice is of a great 
kindred; it is well ally'd; hut it is impoſlible to ex- 
tirp it quite, Friar, till eating and drinking be put 
down. They ſay, this Angelo was not made by man 
and woman aſter the downright way of creation; is 
it true, think you ? 

Duke. How ſhould he be made then? 

Lucio. Some report, a ſea-maid ſpawn'd him. 
Some, that he was got between two ſRlock-fiſhes. But 
it is certain, that when he makes water, his urine is 
congeal'd ice; that I know to be true: and he is a 
motion ungenerative, that's infallible. 

Duke. You are pleaſant, Sir, and ſpeak apace. 


Lucio. Why, what a ruthleſs thing is this in him, ] 
for the rebellion of a cod-piece to take away the hfe 
of a man? would the Duke, that is abſent. have done 
this? ere he would have hang'd a man for the get- N 
2 


ting a hundred baſtards, he would have paid for the 
nurſing a thouſand, Hg.had ſome feeling of the ſport, J 
he knew the ſervice, and that initructed him to mercy. 4 

Duke. I never heard the .abſent Duke much de- f0 
tected for women; he was not inclin'd that way. £ 

Lucio. Oh, Sir, you are deceiv'd. 

Duke. "Tis not poſſible. 

Lucio. Who, not the Duke? yes, your beggar of 
fifty; and his uſe was, to put a ducket in her clack- 
diſh; the Duke had crotchets in him. He would be 
drunk too, that let me inform you. 

Duke. You do him wrong, ſurely. 

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of his: a ſhy fellow 
was the Duke; and, I believe, I know the caule of 
his withdrawing. 

Duke. What, pr'ythee, might be the cauſe? : 

Incio. No: pardon : 'tis a ſecret muſt be lockt 
within the teeth-and the lips; but this I can let you 
underſtand, the greater file of the ſubject held the 


Duke to be wile, 


Duke. 


q | 
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Duke. Wile? why, no que tion, but he was. 
Lucio. A very ſuperkicial, * unweighing 


ſeilow. 
Duke. Either this is envy 1 
ing: the very ſtream of his li 


you, folly, or miſtak- 
, and the buſineſs he 


hath helf ed, muſt, upon a wa — Need. give him 
a better ebm Let him be but teltimonied | 
in his own bringings forth, and he ſhall appear to 


the envi. us, a ſcholar, a Rateſman, and a ſoldier. 
Therefort, you ſpeak unſkilfully; or if your know- 
ledge be nore, it is much darki n'd in your malice. 


Lucio. Sir, I know him, and + love him. 
Duke. Love talks with better kyowledge, and know- 
ledge with dearer love. 


Lucio. Come, Sir, I know wth I know. 

Duke. J can hardly believe that, ſince you know 
not what you ſpeak. But if eber r the 8 return, 
as our prayers are he may, let me*defire you to make 
your abc before him: if it be honeſt you have 
ſpoke, yom have courage to maintain it; I am bound 
to call up(? n you, and, I pray yor; your name? 

Lucio. 8 * my name is Lucio, well known to the 
duke. 

Duke. He ſhall know you bete | bras if I may live 
to report you. 75 

Lucio. fear you not. | 

Duke. 8. you hope, the duke yl return no more; 
or you imꝗgine me too unhurtfi an oppoſite; but, 
indeed, I can do you little harm: youll forſwear 


this again! 


Lucio. L' be hang'd firſt: thou art deceiv'd in 
me, Friar. 3 But no more of this. Canſt thou tell, 
it Claudio to-morrow, or no? 

Duke. Mhy ſhould he die, Sir? 

Lucio. Vi hy ? for hlling a bott'p with a tun-diſh: 
I would, te duke, we talk of, wefe return'd again; 
this ungen tur' d agent will unpedple the province 
with continency. Sparrows andy {a build in his 


1 3 | ? | houſe- 


— 


d 
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houſe-eaves, becauſe they are leacherous. The duke a 
yet would have dark deeds darkly anſwered; he would 
never bring them to light; would he were return d! 

Marry, this Claudio is condemned for untruſhng. Fare- 1 


wel. good Friar; I pry'thee, pray for me: the duke, 
I ſay to thee again. would eat mutton on Iridays. 
He's not paſt it yet; and I ſay to thee, he would 
mouth with a beggar, tho' ſhe ſmelt of brown bread 


and garlic: ſay, that I ſaid ſo, farewel- Exit. 1 
Duke. No might nor greatneſs in mortality 9 
Can cenſure ſcape: back- wounding calumny Ir 
The whiteſt virtue firikes. What king ſo ſtrong, 
Can tie the gall up in the land rous tongues? 
But who comes here? | 80 
ve 
e be 
Enter Eſcalus, Provoſt, -Bawd, and Officers. co 
Eſcal. 3 away with her to priſon. en 
| Baud. Good my lord, be good to me; your en 
Honour is accounted a merciful man: good my lord. | as 
| ( 


Eſcal. Double and treble admonition, and ſtill for- 
feit in the ſame kind? this would make“ mercy IF ? 


{werve, and play the tyrant. 45 
| Prov. A bawd of eleven years continuance, may | Co 
| ll it pleaſe your Honour. = -/ 
wa Baud. My lord, this is one Lucio's information Z 4 
againſt me: miſtreſs Kate Keep-down was with child me. 
by him in the duke's time; he promis'd her mar- A 
Triage; his child is a year and a quarter old, come to | 
Philip and Jacob: J have kept it myſelf; and ſee, how Os 
he goes about to abuſe me. pre 
Eſcal. This fellow is a fellow of much licence; let len 
him be call'd before us. Away with her to priſon: |? [ 
go to; no more words. | Excunt with the Bawd. | Provoſt. 5 Tha 
my brother Angelo will not be alter'd; Claudio mult |! um 
die to-morrow : let him be furniſh'd with divines, (tan 
* Mercy ſwear.] We ſhould read ſuerve, i. e. deviate from her Na- 1 WE 


— 


ture. The common Reading gives us the Idea of a ranting Whore. Þ 
I — and! reſol 
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and have :1 charitable preparatich. If my brother 
wrought by my pity, it ſhould nit be fo with him. 

Pro. So pleaſe you, this Friar his been with him, 
and advis'q him for the T2 of death. 


Eſcal. Ggod even, good fathe 

Duke. BBs and goodneſs on yo 3 

Eſcal. O* whence are you? | N 

Duke. Ne t of this country, tho' my chance i is now. 
To uſe it ſo my time: I am a brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the See 
In ſpecial afineſs from his holineſs. 

Eſcal. What news abroad i'th' world? 

Duke. Ngne, but that there is ſo great a fever on 
goodneſs, that the diſſolution of it muſt cure it. No- 
velty is on y in requeſt; aud it is as dangerous to 
be aged in aay kind of courſe, as it is virtuous to be 
conſtant in any undertaking. There 1s ſcarce truth 
enough alive, to make ſocieties ſecure; but ſecurity 
enough, to make fellowſhips accurſt. Much upon 
this riddle 11. the wiſdom of the world; this news 
is old enough, yet it is every day's news. I pray 
you, Sir, of vhat diſpoſition was the duke? 

Eſcal. 'One, that, above all other ſtrifes, 
Contended ſp cially to knows himſelf, 

Duke. wk pleaſure was he g iv'n to? | 

Eſcal. Rather rejoicing to ſee ; nother merry, than 
merry at any thing which profeſt o make himrejoice. 
A gentleman of all temperance. }/ But leave we him 
to his events, with a prayer they may prove proſper- 
ous; and let me deſire to know. How you find Claudio 
prepar d? I am made to underſkend, that you have 
lent him vile tion. : | 

Duke. He profeſſes to have Wceived no ſiniſter 
meaſure from his judge, but moſf willingly humbles 
himſelf to the determination of Huſtice; yet had he 
icamd to himſelf, by the inſtruction of his frailty, 
many deceiving promiſes of lif>; which I by my 
good leiſure * diſcredited to aim, and now is he 


reloly'd to dig. D 4 Eſcal. 
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5 
Eſcal. You have paid the heav'ns your fundion. 
and the priſoner the very debt of your calling. I 
have labour'd for the poor gentleman, to the ex- 
tremeſt ſhore of my modeſty; but my brother Juſtice 
have I found ſo ſevere, that he hath forc d me uo tell 
him, he 4s indeed juſtice. 

Duke. If his own life anſwer the ſtraitnels of his 
proceeding, it ſhall become him well; wherein if he 
chance to fail, he hath ſentenc'd himſelf. 

Eſcal. I am going to viſit the priſoner; fare you 


iii 99, -- el 
q TOES: * 


well. [ Ext, 
SE NE VII. 1 
[Ll 
Duke. EACE be with you! [V9 
1 He, who the {word of heav'n will bear, i 
Should be as holy as ſevere: G 
Pattern in himſelf to know, 1 
Grace to ſtand, and virtue go; . HF 
More nor leſs to others paying, ne 
Than by ſelf- offences weighing. Ha 
Shame to him, whoſe cruel ſtri king | & 1c 
Kills for faults of his own liking! W You 
Twice treble ſhame on Angelo, et 
1o weed my vice, and let his grow! 5 . My 
Oh, what may man within him hide, L [ 
Tho' angel on the ontward fide! WM To: 
How may that hkeneſs, made in crimes, | 1 pr 
Making practice on the times, here 
Draw with idle ſpiders' ſtrings = here 
Moſt pond'rous and ſubſtantial things ! = M 
Craft againſt vice I muſt apply. * ſate 


With Angelo to night ſhall lie 7 

His old betrothed, but deſpis'd; | : 

So diſguiſe ſhall by th'diſguis'd A 
Pay with falſhood falſe extracting ; 

And perform an old contracting. Exit. 
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NE 1. 


ACT W. SE 


4. 


A GRANGE 


4 Mariana, and Boy Nein 


S K 6 


76 AR E, oh, take thoſe lips away, 
That h ſweetly were forſworn; © 
And thoſe gyes, the break of day, 4 


Lights that ds miſ-lead the morn; 
But my kiſſes bri ig again. 6 
Seals of love, but ſeal'd in vain. 


Enter Duke. 
Mari. Break off thy ſong, and hate u Fs quick 


away : 
Here-comes a man of comfort, olf advice 
Hath often Rill} my brawling diſca;;tent. 


Icry you merdy, Sir, and well coule _ 


You had not found me here ſo muſgal : 
Let me excuſe me, and believe me 
My mirth is much diſpleas'd, but 

Duke. 'Tis gopd; tho' mulic oft 
To make bad, good; and good pro 


I pray you, tel;\ me, hath any bo 


7 

d my woe. 

a th ſuch a charm 
oke to harm. 
enquir'd for me 


| here to day? much upon this tim 4 have I promis'd 


here to meet. 
Mari. You have not been enq 
late here all day. 1 


d after: I have 


Enter Iſabel. ©*. - 
Duke. I do conſtantly believe you: the time is 
come, even now. I ſhall crave your forbearance a lit- 


tle; may be, I yi call upon you anpn for ſome ad- 


vantage to youßflelf. 


Mari. I am always bound to 700% 8 Exit. 
f D 5 „ SCENE. 


* 
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S CEN E. II. 


Duke. ERY well met, and welcome: 
What is the news from this good deputy? 
Tab. He hath a garden circummur'd with brick, 
Whoſe weſtern fide is with a vineyard backt; 
And to that vineyard is a planched gate, _ 
That makes his opening with this bigger key: 
This other doth command a little door, 
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ; 
There, on the heavy middle of the night, 
Have I my promiſe made to call upon him. 
Duke. But ſhall you on your knowledge find this 
way ? | 
Ihab. I've ta'en a due and wary note upon t; 
With whiſp'ring and moſt guilty diligence, 
In action all of precept, he did ſhew me 
The way twice o'er. 
Duke. Are there no other tokens 
Between you 'greed, concerning her obſervance ? 
Jab. No: none, but only a repair i'th' dark; 
And that I have poſleſt him, my moſt ag 4 
Can be but brief; for I have made him know, 
I have a ſervant comes with me along, 
That ſtays upon me; whole perſuaſion is, 
I come about my brother. 
Duke. Tis well born up. 
I have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of this. What, hoa! within ! come forth: 


SCENTS NHL, 
bh Enter Mariana. 
I pray you be acquainted with this maid; 


She comes to do you good. 
1/ab. J do deſire the like. 


Duke, Do you perſuade yourſelf that IreſpeRt you? Þ 
| ; Mari- ? 
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Mari. Good Friar, I know you do; and 1 have 
found it. 
Duke. Take then this your companion by the hand, 
Who hath a ffory ready for your ear: 
I ſhall attend Four leiſure ; but make haſte; 
The vaporous night approaches. 
Mari. Wilt pleaſe you walk aſide? 
[Exeunt Mar. and Ifab. 
Duke. O picke and greatng., z: millions of falſe 
eyes ; | | 
Are tuck upon thee: val of report 
Run with theſe falſe and moſt gontrarious queſts 
Upon thy doings; thouſand; i apes of wit 
Make thee the Fakes of their 1 le dreams, 
And rack thei! in their fanges ! welcome ; how 
agreed! ö | 


Iſabel. 
ize upon her, father, 


Re-enter Mariana, a 


Vab. 8 HE'LL take the enter 
If yo ; adviſe it. 
Duke. 'Tis not my conlent, 
But my 1ntreaty' too. | 
Iſab. Little have you to ſay, * 
When you depart from him, but ſoſt and low, 
Remember now my brother. I \ 
Mari. Fear me not. 
Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, r you not at all: 
He is your hulband on a pre- ce nitract; 
To bring you thus together, tis no un; 
Sith that the juſtice of your tit,; to him 
Doth flouriſh the deceit. Com let us go; 
Our corn's to reap; for yet oüt ilth's to ſow. Exeu. 


4 
7 
4 


* for yet our - tythe' s to ſow. J. It muſt be i; that is our Tillage 
is yet to be made; our Grain is yet to beg'ut in the Ground; the 
Project, from which we expect to Profit bY the Iſſue, is ſtill to be 
put in Hang, | 1 Mr. Theobald. 

| D 6 - SCENE 
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Changes to the Priſon. 
Enter Provoſt and Clown. 
Prov. OME hither, firrah: can you cut off a 


man's head ? 
| Clown. If the man be a batchelor, Sir, I can : but 
if he be a marry'd man, he is his wife's head, and I 
can never cut off a woman's head. 


Prov. Come, Sir, leave me your ſnatches, and yield | 


me a direct anſwer. To-morrow morning are to die 
Claudio and Barnardine: here is in our priſon a com- 
mon executioner, who in his office Jacks a helper; 
if you will take it on you to aſſiſt him, it ſhall redeem 
you from your gyves: if not, you ſhall have your 
full time of impriſonment, and your deliverance with 
an unpitied whipping; for you have been a noto- 
rious bawd. 

Clown. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time 
out of mind, but yet I will be content to be a lawful 
hangman ; I would be glad to receive ſome inſtruc- 


tion from my fellow-partner. 
Prov. What hoa, Abhorſon! where's Abhorſon, there? 


Enter Abhorſon. 


Abhor. Do you call, Sir? 

Prov. Surah, here's a fellow will help you to-mor- 
row in your execution; if you-think it meet, com- 
pound with him by the year, and let him abide here 
with you; if not, ute him for the preſent, and difmils 
him. He cannot plead his eſtimation with you, he 
hath been a bawd. _ 

Abhor. A bawd, Sir ? he upon him, he will diſcre- 
dit our miſtery. | | 

Prov. Go to, Sir, you weigh equally; a feather 
will turn the ſcale. Exit. 

Clown. Pray, Sir, by your good fayour; (for, ſurely, 
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Sir, a good favour you have, but that you havea hang- 
ing look;) do you call, Sir. youro, {cupation a miſtery? 

Abhor. Ay, Sir; a miſtery. 18 

Clobn. Painting, Sir, I have het 
and your Whores, Sir, being * 
pation, uſing painting, do prove my occupation 2 
miſtery : but what miſtery there ould be in hang- 

ing, if I ſhould be hang'd, I cannot imagine. 

Clown. Sir, it is a miſtery. 

Abhor. Proof. — 

Clown. Every true man's apparel. fits your thief, If 
it be too little for your thiet, yo1 true man thinks 
it big enough. If'it be too big fr your thief, your 
thief thinks it little enough; ſo eyery true man's ap- 
parel fits your thief. 

Re-enter Provoſte, 
Prov. Are you agreed? x 
Clown. Sir, I will ſerve him: p I do find, your 


d ſay, is a miſtery- 


embers of my occu- 


hangman is a more penitent trad&than your bawd ; 
he doth oftner alk orgiveneſs. $ 

Prov. You, firrah: provide your, vlock and yours ax 
to-morrow, four o dock. 1 

Abkor. Come ont bawd, I will I iſtruct thee in my 
trade; follow. 1 7 

Clown. I do deſire to learn, Sil and I hope, if 
ou have occaſion to uſe me for © own turn. you 
ſhall find me yare: for, truly, or your kind- 
neſs I owe you a good turn. F, [Exit. 

Prov. Call hither Barnardine, ang Claudio : 
One has my pity; not a jot the er, 
Being a murth'rer, tho! he were my brother. 


S GEN E VI. 


Enter Claudio. © » 
Look, here's the warrant, Claudio; for thy death; 
'Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou muſt be made — Where's Barnar4ine ? 
Claud, As faſt oof d up in leep, as guiltleſs labour 
When 


* 
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When it lies ſtarkly in the traveller's bones: | 
He'll not awake. : 
Prov. Who can do good on him? 

Well, go, prepare yourſelt. | Exit Caud.] But, hark, 
what noiſe? | Knock within, 

Heav'n give your ſpirits comfort by and by; 
I hope it 1s ſome pardon, or reprieve, 1 
For the moſt gentle Claudio. Welcome, father. 


Enter Duke. 


Duke. The beſt and wholeſom'ſt ſpirits of the night F 
Invellop you, good Provoſt! who — d here of late? 
Prov. None. lince the curphew rung. F 
Duke. Not Jabel? 
Prov. No. 
Duke, They will then. ere't be long. 
Prov. What comfort is for Claudio? 
off Duke. There is ſome in hope. 
Prov. It is a bitter deputy. 
Duke. Not ſo, not ſo ; his life is parallel'd 
Ev'n with the ſtroke and line of his great juſtice ; 
He doth with holy abſtinence ſubdue 
That in himſelf, which he ſpurs on his pow r 
To qualify in others. Where he * meal'd 
With that, which he corrects, then were he tyrannous; 
But this being ſo, he's juſt. Now they are come. 
[Knock again. Provoſt goes out. 
This is a gentle Provoſt; ſeldom, when 
The ſteeled goaler is the friend of men. J 
How now ? what noiſe? that ſpirit's polleſt with haſte, 
That wounds th' unreſiſting poſtern with theſe ſtrokes. 
Provoſt returns. 
Prov. There he muſt ſtay, until the officer 
Ariſe to let him in; he is call'd up. 
Duke. Have you 10 countermand for Claudio yet, 
But he muſt die to-morrow? 
Prov. None, Sir, none. 
* meal d.] i. e. mingled. 
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Duke. As near the dawning, Prot N, as it is, 
You ſhall hear mort ere morning.“ 

Prov. Happily. | 
You ſomething know; yet, I belix e. there comes 
No countermand; no ſuch exampfe have we: 
Belides, upon the very ſiege of julkce, 

Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profeſt the contrary. 


S CE N E vi. 


\ 


"4 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


| 
K. 
A 


Duke. HIS is his lordſhip's m 
Prov. And here comes Cigudis's pardon. 
AM. My lord hath ſent you this mote, and by me 
the 3 charge, that you ſ{werve not from the 
ſmalleſt article of it. neither in timeg matter, or other 
circumſtance. Good morrow; for 4s I take it, it is 
almoſt day. | 
Prov. I ſhall obey him. | [Exit Meſſenger. 
Duke. This 1s his pardon, purchs} ; 'd by ſuch fin, 
For which the pardoner himlelf is n: 
Hence hath oftence his quick celery 4 
When it is borne if high authorit 
When vice makes L1ercy, mercy's | extended, 
That, for the fault” 8 love, is th' offfnder friended. 
Now, Sir, what news ? 
Prov. I told you; lord Angelo, be-like, thinking 


me remiſs in mine office, awakens me with this un- 


wonted putting on; ein irdogely:; ; for he hath 
not us'd it before. 
Duke. Pray you, let's hear. 
Pro voſt reads the letter. 


Whatſoever you may, hear to the contrary, let Claudio 


be executed by ſour of the clock, and in the afternoon Bar- 


nardine: for my a ſatisfattion, let me have Claudio's 
head 


$ 


4.4% 
| 
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What ſay you to this, Sir? 


| how ſeems he to be touch'd ? 


mov'd him at all. 
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head ſent me by five. Let this be duly perform'd, with a 
thought that more depends on it than we muſt yet deliver. 
Thus fail not todo your office, as you will anſwer it at your 


eril. 


Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be exe- 
cuted in the afternoon ? 


Prov. A Bohemian born ; but here nurſt up and c 
bred; one. that is a priſoner nine years old. n 
Duke. How came it, that the abſent Duke had not 
either deliver'd him to his liberty, or executed him? 11 
I have heard, it was ever his manner to do ſo. n 
Prov. His friends ſtill wrought reprieves for him, tc 
and, indeed, his fact, 'till now in the government g 
of lord Angelo, came not to an undoubtful proof. N ve 
4 


Duke. Is it now apparent? | 
Prov. Moſt manifeſt, and not deny'd by himſelf. 
Duke. Hath he born himſelf penitent in priſon ? 


Prov. A man that apprehends death no more 
dreadfully, but as a drunken ſleep; careleſs, reck- 
leſs, and fearleſs of what's pait, preſent, or to come; 
inſenſible of mortality, and deſperately mortal. 

Duke. He wants advices 

Prov. He will hear none; he hath evermore had 
the liberty of the priſqn: give him leave to eſcape 
hence, he would not: drunk many times a day, if 
not many days entirely drunk. We have very oft 
awak'd him, as if to carry-him to execution, and 
ſhew'd him a ſeeming warrant for it; it hath not 


Duke. More of him anon. There is written in your 
brow, Provoſt, honeſty and conſtancy; if I read it not 
truly, my ancient {kill beguiles me; but in the bold- 
neſs of my cunning, I will lay myſelf in ard. 
Claudio, whom here you have warrant to executy, is 
no greater forfeit to the law than Angelo, who ha 


ſentenc'd him. To make you underſtand this 
maniteſted 


deputy? 


my perſuaſion, can with eaſe atte apt you, Iwill go 


: Look you, Sir, here is the hand ad ſeal of the Duke; 5 
you know the character, I — 
is not ſtran ge to you. wy 


vp 
* 
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ays reſpite; ſor 
a preſent and a 
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manifeſted effect, ö crave but fou 
nes which you art to do me bot! 
dangerous courtel 5 
Prov. Pray, Sir, in a whar? 1 
Duke. In the delaying death. 55 
Prov. Alack ! how may I do iFf having the hour 
limited. and an egpreſs comman © under penalty, to 
deliver his head m the view of gelo? I may make 
my caſe as Clauditts, to croſs this in the ſmalleſt. 
Duke. By the vuw of mine Order, I warrant vou. 
if my inſtructions may be your guide: let this Bar- 
nardine be this morning executedyand his head borne 


to Angelo. ? 
Prov. Angelo hath feen them boub, and will diſco- 


ver the favour. FR -, 

Duke. Oh, deafh's a great aiſguiler, * you may 
add to it; ſhave he head, and tig the beard, and ſay 
it was the deſire vf the penitent jo be ſo barb'd be- 
fore his death; you know the cinurſe is common. If 
any thing fall to you upon this, more than thanks 
and good ? found. by the Sainfwhom I profeſs, I 
will plead again} i it with my life; 

Prov. Pardon wie, good fathey, it is againſt my 


oath 
Duke. Were you ſworn to th Dole, or to the 


ö 


Prov. To him, and to his ſühß uten 

Duke. You will think you have made no offence, if 
the Duke nch juſtice of your dealing? 

Prov. But wha# likelihood is in that? 

Duke. Not a reſemblance, but certainty. Yet ſince 
I ſee you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor 


further than J meant, to pluck a1 fears out of you. 


got; and the fignet 


Prov. I know om both. 
Duke. 
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Duke. The contents of this is the return of the Duke; 
ou {hall anon over-read it at your pleaſure; where 
vou ſhall find, within theſe two days he will be here. 
This is a ching. which Angelo knows not, for he this [F 
very day receives letters of ſtrange tenor; perchance, f 
of the Duke's death; perchance, of his entering into 
ſome monaſtery; but, by chance, nothing of what 
is here writ. Look, the unlolding ſtar calls up the 
ſhepherd ; put not yourſelf i into amazement how theſe 
things ſhould be; all difficulties are but ealy when 
they are known. Call your executioner, and off 
with Barrardine's head: I will give him a preſent 
ſhrift. and adviſe him for 515 place. Yet you are 
amaz d. but this ſhall ab lalutely reſolve you. Come 
away, it is almoſt clear dawn. [Exeunt. ¶ exe 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter Clown. 


Clown. 1 Am as well acquainted here, as I was in 

| our houſe of profeſſion; one would think. 
it were miſtreſs Over-done s own houſe; for here de 
many of her old cuſtomers. Firlt, here's young Mr. 
Raſh; he's for a commodity of brown pepper and old 
ginger, nineſcore and ſeventeen pounds; of which 
he made five marks ready money: marry, then, gin— 
ger was not much in requeſt: for the old women 
were all dead. Then is there here one Mr. Caper, at 
the ſuit of maſter Three-Pile the mercer; for ſome | 
four ſuits of peach-colour'd ſattin, which now peaches Þ 
him a beggar. Then have we here young Dizzy 5 
and young Mr. Deep-vow, and Mr. Copper-ſpur, and! 
maſter Starve-lacky the rapier and dagger-man, and] 
young Drop-here that kill'd Tuſty Pudding, and Mr. 
Forth-Tight the tilter, and brave Mr. Shooter the great! 
traveller, and wild Half-canne that ſtabb'd Pots, and.] 
I think, forty more; all great doers in our trade, 
and are now 1n for the Lord's ſake. 


Enter F 


in 


nk, 


be 
Mr. 
old 
lich 
gin⸗ 


men 


r, at 


ome 
ches 
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and | 


| Mr. 


great 
and, 


rade, 


Enter 
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Enter Abhorſon 

Ahr. Sirrah, bring Barnardifff hither. 

Glown., Maſter Barnardine, you mult riſe and be 
hangd, maſter Barnardine. „ 

Abhor. What, hoa, Barnardine! 1 

Barnar. |within.| A pox o' your throats; who 
makes that noiſe there? what are you ? 

Clown. Your friend, Sir, the hangman: you muſt 
be ſo good. Sir, to riſe, and be put to death. 

Barnar. [within.] Away, you u, aways I am 
flee 2 bf 
Abhor. Tell him, he muſt awake 
too. | a 

Clown, Pray, maſter Barnardine, 
exccuted, and fleep afterwards, 

Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch aim out. 

Clown, He is coming, Sir, he coming; I hear 
the ſtraw ruſile, | 


and that quickly 


wake till you are 


Enter Barnardine.“ 


Abhor. Is the ax upon the block, Sirrah? - 

Clown, Very ready, Sir. 

Barnar. How now, Abhorſon? what's the news 
with you? | 

Abhor. Truly, Sir, I would deſire. you to clap into 
your prayers: for, look you, the \ Finkin s come. 

Barnar. You rogue, I have been -inking all night, 
I am not fitted for't. 15 

Clown. Oh, the better, Sir; for ſje that drinks all 
night, and is hang'd betimes in thy morning, may 


: ſleep the founder all the next day. 95 


Enter Duke. 


Ablor. Look you, Sir, here comes your ghoſtly 
father; do we jeſt now, think you ? 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how 
haſtily you are to depart, I am come to adviſe you, 
comfort you, and pray with you.” | 
* Barnar. 
4 


| 7 
* 
» 
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Barnar. Friar, not I: I have been drinking hard 4 
all night, and I will have more time to prepare me. I 
or they ſhall beat out my brains with billets: I will 
not conſent to die this day, that's certain. Pp 


Duke. Oh, Sir. you muſt; and therefore, I beſcech If E. 
you, look forward on the journey you ſhall go. . 
Barnar. I ſwear, I will not die to day for any man's v. 
perſuaſion. | | | 
Dute, But hear yon, — 


Barnar. Not a word: if you have any thing to ſay 


to me, come to my ward; for thence will not I to Þ x, 
day. (Exit. I II 
| Fh. 

SCENE IX. 5 

| Enter Provolt. 1 

| | 1o 
Duke. NFIT to live, or die: oh, gravel heart! 14 | 
After him, tellows : bring him to the block. | By 


Prov. Now, Sir, how do you find the priſoner? We 
Duke. A creature unprepar'd. unmeet for death; Þ - 


And, to tranſport him in the mind he is,. . = 
Were damnable. =, 
Prov. Here in the priſon, father, PD.: 
_ There dy'd this morning of a cruel fever For! 
One Ragoꝛine, a moſt notorious pirate, hat 
A man of Claudio's years; his beard, and head, Pe. 


aſt of his colour: What if we omit 2 
This reprobate, till he were well inclin'd; 2 


And ſatisfy the deputy with the viſage 1 yet 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio? But 1 
Duke. O, tis an accident, that heav'n provides: 0 Fea 

| Diſpatch it preſently; the hour draws on nen 


Prefixt by Angelo: ſee, this be done, 
And ſent according to command; while I 
Perſuade this rude wretch willingly to die. 
Prov. This ſhall be done, good father, preſently: F 
But Barnardine mult die this afternoon: Jab. 
And how ſhall we continue Claudio, X | 

: | 0 


1 
U. 
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ö * 
Jo ſave me {rom the danger that 1 
If he were known alive? 1 


| Duke. Let this be done; 
Z Put them in fecret holds, both Re ine and Claudio: 
u Ere twice the ſun hath made his Journal greeting 


To th' under generation, you ſhall find. 
Your fafety manifeſted. | 

Prov. I am your tree dependant. +» 
Duke. Qua. diſpatch, and ſend the head to Angelo. 
Ly (Exit provoſt. 
to Þ Now will I write letters to Angelo, 
it, Þ (The Proveſt, he ſhall bear them; ) whoſe contents 
Shall witneſs to him, I am near at Fome; 

And that, by great injundtions. La a bound 

| To enter * him I'll deſire & 

Jo meet me at the conſecrated foufiit, 

A league below the city; and fronifthence, 
4. | L By cold gradation and weal- balanced form, 

1 We ſhall proceed with Angelo. | 


. = 4 
| Enter Provoſt. 


* 
oO» 


Prov. Herz | is the head, III carry of myſelf. 


Duke, Couvenient is it: make a f ift return; 
For I will commune with you of ſu; h things, 
hat want no ears but yours. 

& Prov, I'll make all ſpeed. . 
ab. [withan.| ay, hoa; be heres 
: Luke. The tongue of Jabel. - She tomes to know, 
I yet her brother's pardon be come; ither : 

Fut I will keep her ign rant of of Yea 


[ Exit, 


5: Jo make her heav'nly comforts of pair, 
W hen it is. an expected, Þ— ! | 
: 8 C EME: Wc: 
ly: | Enter Iſabel. ; , 


. wh TOY by your leave. 
Duke. Good morning. to; you, fair and 


gracious daughter, 9 Lab. 


{ 
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Jab. The better, giv'n me by ſo holy a man: 

Hath yet the deputy ſent my brother's pardon ? 
Duke. He hathreleas'd him, Jabel, from the world; 

His head is off, and ſent to Angelo. | 
Jab. Nay, but it is not fo. . = 
Duke. It is no other. | 5 

Shew your wiſdom, daughter, in your cloſeſt patience, F 
Jab. Oh, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes. 


Duke. You ſhall not be admitted to his light. 0” 
Jab. Unhappy Claudio! wretched Jabel?“ | + 
Injurious world! moſt damned Angelo ! 1 


Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot: 
Forbear it therefore, give your caule to heav'n: 
Mark, what I fey; which you ſhall ſurely find 
By ev'ry ſyllable a faithful verity. 
The Duke comes home to-morrow; dry your eyes; 
One of our convent, and his confeſlor, 
Gives me this inſtance: already he hath carry'd 
Notice to Eſcalus and Angelo, | 
Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, [wiſdom | 
There to give up their pow'r. If you can, pace your 
In that good path that I would wiſh it go, ; 
And you ſhall have your boſom on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart, 
And gen'ral honour. | 

Tab. I'm directed by you. | 

Duke. This letter then to Friar Peter give; 
Tis That he ſent me of the Duke's return: 
Say, by this token, I deſire his company 
At Mariana s houſe to night. Her cauſe and yours 
I'll perfect him withal, and he ſhall bring you 
Before the Duke, and to the head of Angelo : 
Accule him home, and home. For my poor ſelf, 
I am combined, by a ſacred vow, 
And ſhall be abſent. Wend you with this letter: 
Command theſe fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart; truſt not my holy Order, 


If I pervert your courſe. Who's here? 
SCENE 


Urs 


: | you well. 


1 ſor Mea 
S C EN E XI. 


Enter Lucio. : 

OOD even; : 
IF Friar, where's the Provſ 
Duke Not within, Sir. | 
Lucio. Oh, pretty Iſabella, Jam pile at mine heart, 
to ſee thine eyes ſo red; thou muſihe patient; I am 
fain to dine and ſup with water awd bran; I dare 


not 4 76 head fill my belly: one fruitful meal 


71 


Lucio. 


would Jet me to't. But they lay the Duke will be 
here to'morrow. By my troth, Jabel, I lov'd thy 
brothet/: if the old fantaſtical Duke of dark corners 
had been at home, he had liv'd. [ Exit Iſabella. 

Duke, Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholden 
to your reports; but the beſt is, he lives not in them. 

Lucio, Friar, thou knoweſt not the Duke ſo well 
as I dog he's a better woodman, _ thou tak'ſt 
him of 8 ( 

Duke: Well: you l anſwer this yn day. Fare ye 
well. 

Lucio. Nay, tarry, I'II 70 along v 
tell thee pretty tales of the Duke. 

Duke$Y ou have told me too many of him already, 
Sir, if they be true; if not true, none were enough. 

Lucio I was once before him for getting a wench 
with child. _ 

Dube. Did you ſuch a thing? * 

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I; but I as fain to for- 
{wear it; they would elſe have” ma * d me to the 
rotten Tedlar. 2 

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honeſt: reſt 


ith thee: 1 can 


3 By my troth, I'll go with tf Ne to the lane's 
end: if bawdy talk offend you, we I nave very little 
of it; my Friar, I am a kind of bur! 


— 


I ſhall ſtick. 
[ Exeunt, 


SCENE, 
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CW 


Changes to the Palace. 


Enter Angelo and Eſcalus. 
| cx wa letter, he hath writ, hath diſvouch'd 


other. | 

Ang. In moſt uneven and diſtracted manner. His 
actions ſhew much like to madnels: pray heav'n, his 
wiſdom be not tainted! and why meet him at the 
gates, and deliver our authorities there ? 

Eſcal. J gueſs not. 

Ang. And why ſhould we proclaim it in an hour 
before his entering, that if any crave redreſs of injul- 
tice, they ſhould exhibit their petitions in the ſtreet? 


Eſcal. He ſhews his reaſon for that; to have a diſ- 


patch of complaints, and to deliverus from devices 
hereafter, which ſhall then have no power to ſtand 
* us. 
Ang. Well; Ibeſeech you, let it be proclaim d 
betimes 1'th' morn: I'll call you at your houſe: give 
notice to ſuch : men of ſort and ſuit, as are to meet 
him. 
Eſcal. I mall. Sir: fare you well. Exit. 
Ang. Good night. 
This deed unſhapes m2 quite, makes me unpregnant, 
And dull to all proceedings. A defloured maid ! . 
And by an eminent body, that enforc'd 
The law againſt it! but that her tender ſhame 
Will not. proclaim againſt her maiden loſs, 
How might ſhe tongue me? yet reaſon dares her No. 
For my authority bears a credent bulk; 
That no particular ſcandal once can touch, 
But it confounds the breather. He ſhould have liv'd, 
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous ſenſe, 
Might in the times to come have ta'en revenge; 
By ſo receiving a diſhonour d life, 
Wich 
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With ranſom ol ſuch ſhame. * yet, he had 


liv'd! 


| Alack, when once our grace we havWMorgot, 
| Nothing goes right; we would, and, we would not. 
1 0 f Exit. 
| | SCENE XIII 
; "Changes to the Fields without the Town. 
8 f Enler Duke in his own habit, and j riar Peter. 
e 
* Duke, HE S E letters at fit time c liver me. | 
The Provoſt knows our pujpole, and our 
r | Plot: 4 
-. The matter being afoot, keep your) — — 
e And hold you ever to our ſpecial ft; 
Tho ſometimes you do blench fronFthis to that, 


As cauſe doth miniſter: go, call at: 
And tell him, where I ſtay; give tt 
> Unto Valentius, Rowland, and to Crafſus, _ 
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate : 
But ſend me Kavtius firſt. | | 

* PFrter. It ſhall be ſpeeded well. [Exit Friar. 


0 Enter Varrius. 7 


Duke. J thank thee, Varrius ; tho haf made good 
h/\ſte: ; 


Come, W will walk. There's othe * our r friends 
i Will greet us here anon, my gentle arrius, ¶Exeunt. 


„ s GENE XW. 
N FE ͤnter Iſabella and Mariana. 


; 155 IPs ſpeak ſo indirectly, I am loth: 
vd, I'd ſay the truth; but to aicuſe him ſo, 
iſe, That is your part; yet I'm advis'd | þ do it, 


Flavius' houſe, 
like notice 


He xy vail full purpoſe. | | I 
Mari. rul'd by him. ; 
Vich Vol. E Jab. 


A. 
1 


4 
98 — 
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ab. Beſides, he tells me, that if peradventure 
He ſpeak againſt me on the adverle hide. 
I ſhould not think it ſtrange; for 'tis a Phyſic, 
That! s bitter to ſweet end. 
Mari. I would. Friar Peter 
Jab. Oh, peace; the Friar is come. 


Enter Peter. 


Peter. Come, I have found you out aſtand moſt fit, 
Where you may have ſuch vantage on the Duke, 
He ſhall not paſs you. Twice have the trumpets 

ſounded: | ; 
The generous and graveſt citizens 
Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The Duke 3s. entring: therefore hence, away.|Exeunt. 


1 P * 


40 T v. SCENE I. 


A public Place near the City. 


Enter Duke, Varrius, Lords, Angelo, Eſcalus, Lucio, 
and Citizens at ſeveral Doors. 


Dukk. 


V very worthy couſin, fairly met; 
Our old and faithful friend, we're glad to ſee 
ou. 

Ang. & Eſcal. Happy return be to your royal 
Grace! | 

Duke. Many and hearty thanks be to 8p 
W *ve made enquiry of you, and we hear 
Such goodneſs of your juſtice, that our ſoul 
Cannot but yield you forth to pablic thanks, 
Forerunning more requital, 

Ang. You make my bonds ſtill greater. 


A 


Duke. 
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Duke Oh, your deſert ſpeaks loud; and I ſhould 
\ rong it, 


To lockt in the wards of covert boſom, 
When it deſerves with characters of, braſs 

A forted reſidence, gainſt the tootl | of time, 
And razure of r Give meg our hand, 
And let the ſubjects ſee, to make em know 
That outward courteſies would fai proclaim . 
Favours that keep within. man Eſcalus; 
You muſt alk by us on our othef hand.: | 
And goo 8 are you. "—_— tlie Duke is going out. 


'\ 5 | 


© 
1 Cr 


i Enter Peter and Ifabelfa 
Peter. NA is your time: ſpeal#oud, and kneel 
e fore him. 
ab. Juſtise, O royal Duke! vail your regard 
Upon a wrghg'd, I'd fain have faid, a maid : 
Oh, worthy: Frince. diſhonour not you eye 
By-throwiny) it on any other object, 
Till you hahe heard me in my-true ce mplaint, 
0, And given me juſtice, juſtice, Juſtice, } ſtice. | 
Duke. 1 your wrongs; in what; by whom? be 
brief 
Here is lord Hngelo ſhall give you ju 
Reveal youf elf to him, 
Jab. Oh, v prthy Duke, 
You bid me f:ek redemption of the devil: 
Hear me yourſelf, for that which Vmuſt ſpeak 
Muſt either puniſh me, not being beligv a, 
Or wring lk, from you: oh, hear ge, hear me. 


Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, a e not firm: 
She hath beerfa ſuitor to me for her brother, 


Cut off by cor rſe of juſtice. 's 4 
Jab. Courſe, of juſtice ! 
Ang, And ſhi; wil ipeak moſt bitteſſy, and ſtrange. 


| E 2 
: ' 


Jab. 


N 


In all his dreſſings, caracts, titles, forms, 
If he be leſs, he's nothing; but he's more, 


Not hide the falſe, ſeems true. 
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Iſab. Moſt firange, but yet moſt truly, will I ſpeak; 
That Angelo's forſworn, is it not ſtrange ? | 
That Angelo's a murth'rer, is't not ſtrange? 

That Angelo is an adult'rous thief, 
An hypocrite, a virgin-violater; 
Is it not ſtrange, and ſtrange ? 
Duke. Nay, it is ten times ſtrange. 
1/ab. It is not truer he 1s Angelo, 
Than this is all as true, as it is ſtrange: 
Nay, it is ten times truer; for truth 1s truth 
To th' end of reckoning. 
Duke. Away with her: poor ſoul, 
She ſpeaks this in th' infirmity of ſenſe. ; | 
Jab. O prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ'ſt | 
There 1s another comfort than this world, 7 
That thou neglect me not; with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madneſs, Make not im- Ab 
poſſible | 
That, which but ſeems unlike; tis not impoſſible, 
But ow the wicked'ſt caitiff on the ground, 
May ſeem as ſhy, as grave, as juſt, as abſolute, 
As Angelo; even ſo may Angelo, 


Be an arch-villain: believe it, royal Prince, 


Had I more name for badneſs. 
Duke. By mine honeſty, | 
If ſhe be mad, as I believe no other, 
Her madneſs hath the oddeſt frame of ſenſe; 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As e'er I heard in madneſs. 
T/ab. Gracious Duke, 
Harp not on That; nor do not baniſh reaſon 
For inequality; but let your reaſon ſerve 
To make the truth appear, where it ſeems hid; 


Duke. Many, that are not mad, 
Have, ſure, more lack of reaſon. 


What would you lay? , Jab. 


? 
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Hab. I an the lifter of one Claudio, 
condemn'd upon the act of fornication 
To loſe his l.ead; condemn'd by Angelo: 
I, in probation of a ſiſterhood, 
Was ſent to; y my brother; one Lucio, 
As then the# 1eſlenger, 
Lucio. That's I, an't like your Grace: 
I came to hit from Claudio, and defir'd her 
To try her gracious fortune with Jord Angelo, 
For her poot brother's pardon. 
I/ab. That's he, indeed. | 1 


Duke. Youſwere not bid to ſpealy [To Lucio. 

Lucio. Nog my good lord, nor wiſh'd to hold wy 
| eace} 

Duke. I wich you now then; 


Pray, you, take note of it: and when you have 
A bulineſs for yourſelf; pray heav) n, you then 
he perfect. £4 
Lucio. I warrant your Honour. 7 
Duke. The warrant's for yourſelf; take heed to't. 
Jab. This ſſentleman told ſomewhat of my tale. 
Lucio. Rigllit. 
Duke. It may be right, but you 
To ſpeak before your time. Proce 
Jab. I went . bs 
To this pernikious caitiff Deputy. | 
Duke. That's ſomewhat madly ſpo": don. 
Jab. Pardo} it: | 1 
The phraſe is to the matter. 4 
Duke, Mended again: the matter; roceed. 
Iſab. In brief; (to ſet the needleſs Proceſs by, 
How I perſuaded, how I pray d an kneel'd, 


1 


in the wrong 


How he repell'd me, and how I reph'd ; 
For this was of much length) the vi concluſion. 
| now begin with grief and ſhame t Hutter. 


He would notybut by gift of my chaſte body 
Jo his concu cent intemp' rate luſt, 


Releaſe my bro her; and after much debatement, 
Jab. A 5 3 
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My fiſterly Remorſe confutes mine Honour, 
And I did yield to him: But the next morn betimes, 
His purpoſe ſurfeiting, he ſends a Warrant 
For my poor brother s head. | 
Duke. This is moſt likely ! 
Tab. Oh, that it were as like, as it is true! 
Duke. By heav'n, fond wretch, thou know'lt not 
what thou ſpeak'lt, 
Or elſe thou art ſuborn'd againſt his honour 
In hateſul practice. Firſt, his integrity 
Stands without blemiſh; next, it imports no reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemence he ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himſelf: if he had ſo offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himſelt, 
And not havecut him oft. Some one hath fet youon; 
Confeſs the truth, and ſay, by whole advice 
Thou cam'ſt here to complain. 
Tab. And is this all? 
Then, oh. you bleſſed miniſters above! 
Keep me in patience; and with ripen'd time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenance: Heav'n ſhield your Grace from woe, 
As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go. 
Duke. I know, you'd fain be gone. An officer; 
To priſon with her. Shall we thus permit 
A blaſting and a ſcandalous breath to fall 
On him ſo near us? this needs muſt be a practice. 
Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ? 
1/ab. One that I would were here, Friar Lodowicl. 
Duke. A ghoſtly father, belike: 
Who knows that Lodowick ? 7 
Lucio. My lord, I know him; 'tis a meddling Friar; 


I do not like the man; had he been Lay, my lord, 


For certain words he fpake againſt your Grace 

In your retirement, I had ſwing'd him ſoundly. 
Duke. Words againſt me? this is a good Friar, belike; 

And to ſet on this wretched woman here 


Againſt our ſubſtitute! let this Friar be found. 
Lucio. 


t 


de, 


4 io. 


Intended 'gainft lord Angelo) ca 


by J 
4 Y Lo! 
13 


Meaſure for ow re. 1 


Lucio. BuSyeſternight, my lord, ſhe and that Friar, 
I ſaw them at the priſon : a ſaucy Friar, 
A very ſcurvy fellow. | 
Peter. Bleſſ:d be your royal Grace ! 
I have ſtood by, my lord, and I haye heard 
Your royal ear abus'd. Firſt, h th this woman 
Moit wrongfully accus'd your 8 ibſtitute; 
Who 1s as fre F from touch or ſogl with her, 
As ſhe from 0ne ungot. 
Duke. We (lid believe no 100 | | 
Know you thi\t Friar Lodowick, which ſhe ſpeaks of? 
Peter. I kad v him for a man divine and holy; 
Not (curvy, oa a temporary meddler, 


As he's reporfgd by this gentlem n; 
And, on my Pruſt, a man that ne yer yet 
Did, as he vouches, miſreport yoar Grace, 
Lucio. My lord, moſt villanouſſy; believe it. 
Peter. Well; he in time may co fe to clear himſelf; 
But at this inſtant he is ſick, my, ord, 
Of a ſtrange fever.* On his mer« equeſt, 
Being come tq knowledge that tl ere was Complaint 
I hither 
To ſpeak as ſom his mouth, at he doth know 
Is true, and falſe; and what he with his oath 
By all Probation will make up full clear, > 


| Whenever he's gonvented. Firſt, for this woman; 
To juſtify this 1 Nobleman, 


So vulgarly and perſonally accus'd, 


Her ſhall you hear diſproved to, her PR 


Till ſhe herſelf confeſs it. 

Duke. Good Friar, let's hear it. 
Do you not ſmile at this, lord 48 
O heav'n! the vanity of wretched fools ! 
Give us ſome ſeat;} come, Coulin Angelo, 


In this I'll be impartial: be you judge 


Of your own Cauſe. Is this the w tneſs, Friar ? 
2 3 1s car ed off, guarded. 
x 9 C E NE. 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Mariana veil 'd. 


| Firſt let her ſhew her face; and, after ſpeak. 


Mari. Pardon, my lord, I will not ſhew my lace, 


Until my haſbehd bid me. 


Duke. What, are you marry'd ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. Are you a maid ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. A widow then ? 

Mari. Neither, my lord. 

Duke. Why, are you nothing then? neither maid, 
widow, nor wife? 

Lucio. My lord, ſhe may be a punk; for many of 
them are neither maid, widow, nor wife, 

Duke. Silence that fellow: I would, he had ſome 
cauſe to prattle for himſelf. 

Lucio. Well, my lord. 

Mari. My lord, I do confeſs, Ine er was marry'd; 
And, I confels, besides. I am no maid; 

I've ns wn my r ; yet my balband knows not, 
That ever he knew me. 

Lucio. He was drunk then, my lord; it can be no 
better. | 
Duke. For the benefit of filence, would thou wert 
ſo too. 

Lucio. Well, my lord. 

Duke. This is no witnels for lord Angelo. 

Mari. Now I come tot, my lord. 


She, that accuſes him of fornication, 


In ſelf-ſame manner doth accuſe my huſband ; 
And charges him, my lord, with ſuch a time, 
When Il depoſe J had him in mine arms. 
With all th' effect of love. 
Ang. Charges ſhe more than me? 


Mari. Not that I know. | 
Duke. 


„ 2 2 22 


no 
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uke. 
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Duke. No? you ſay, your buſlfind. [To Mariana. 
Mari. Why, juſt, my lord; and that is Angelo; 
Who thinks, he knows, that he ne'er knew my body; 


But knows, he thinks, that he knows T/abe!'s. 


Ang. This is a ſtrange abuſe x let's ſee thy face. 
Mari. My huſband bids me; now I will unmaſk. 
1 ; k [ Unveiling. 

This 1s that face, thou cruel Angelo, 
Which, once thou ſwor'ſt, was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand, which, with a vow'd contract, 
Was faſt belock'd in thine: this is the body, 
That took away the match from Jſabel; 
And did ſupply thee at thy gatfen-houſe 
In her imagin'd perſon. 5 

Duke. Know you this woman? 
Lucio. Carnally, ſhe ſays. * 

Duke. Sirrah, no more. 

Lucio. Enough, my lord. | 

Ang. My lord, I muſt confeſs M know this woman; 
And hve years ſince there was ſome ſpeech of marriage 
Betwixt myſelf and her; which was broke off, 
Partly, for that her promiſed prhportions 
Came ſhort of compoſition ; bk in chief, 
For that her Reputation was difvalu'd 
In levity; ſince which time of five years 
I never ſpake with her, ſaw her, nor heard from her, 
Upon my faith and honour. 

Mari. Noble Prince, | breath, 
As there comes light from heav'n, and words from 
As there is ſenſe in truth, and truth in virtue, 


| am affianc'd this man's wife, as ſtrongly 


As words could make up vows: and, my good lord, 
But Tueſday night laſt gone, in's garden-houſe, 


e knew me as a wite; as this i true. 


Let me in ſafety raiſe me from ry knees; 


A marble monumeut |! 
Ang. I did but ſmile till now; 


Or elſe for ever be confixed ad | 
. | Now, 
5 
2 


—— 


— 
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Nov, good my lord, give me the ſcope of juſtice; 
My patience here is touch'd; I do perceive, 


Theſe poor informal women are no more 
But inſtruments of ſome more mightier member, 
That ſets them on. Let me have way, my lord, 
To find this practice out. 

Dufte. Ay, with my heart; 
And puniſh them unto your height of pleaſure. 
Thou fooliſh Friar, and thou pernicious woman, 
Compact with her that's gone; think'ſt thou, thy 

oaths, 

Tho' they would ſwear down each particular ſaint, 
Were teſtimonies 'gainſt his worth and credit, 
That's ſeal'd in approbation ? You, lord Eſcalus, 


Sit with my couſin; lend him your kind pains 


To find out this abuſe, whence 'tis deriv'd. 


There is another Friar, that ſet them on; 


Let him be ſent for. [deed, 
Peter. Would he were here, my lord; for he, in- 
Hath ſet the woman on to this complaint: | 
Your Provoſt knows the place, where he abides; 
And he may fetch him. | 
Duke. Go, do it inſtantly. 
And you, my noble and well-warranted coulin, 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth; 
Do with your injuries, as ſeems you beſt, 
In any chaſtiſement: I for a while © 
Will leave you; but ſtir you, not till you have well 
Determined upon theſe {landerers. Exit. 


En IV. 


Eſcal. M* lord, we'll do it throughly, Signior 


Lucio, did not you ſay, you knew that 
Friar Lodowick to be a diſhoneſt perſon ? 
Lucio. Cucullus non facit monachum; honeſt in nothing. 


but 


Jr 


at 


. 
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but in his clothes; and one , hat hath ſpoke molt 
villanous ſpeeches of the Duk& 

Eſcal. We ſhall intreat you $to abide here till he 
come, and inforce them agaimit him; we. ſhall find 
this Friar a notable fellow. 105 6 

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on 15 word. 

Eſcal. Call that fame Habeß here once again: I 
would ſpeak with her: pray '$ my lord, give me 
leave to queſtion; you ſhall ſe@how Ill handle her. 

Lucio. Not better than he, by her. own report. 

Eſcal. Say you? 

Lucio. Marry, Sir, I think, if you handled her pri- 
vately, ſhe ſhould ſooner confeſs; perchance, pub- 
licly {he'll be aſham'd. 1 


Enter Duke in the Friar's habit, a 1d Provoſt ;  [ſabella 
is brought in { 


Eſcal. T will go darkly to work with her. 
Lucio. That's the way; for women are light at 


midnight. 


Eſcal. Come on, miſtreſs : kite's a gentlewoman 
denies all that you have ſaid. | 

Lucio. My lord, here comes the raſcal I ſpoke of, 
here with the Provoſt. | 

Eſcal. In very good time: ſpeak not you to him, 
till we call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum i 

Eſcal. Come, Sir, did you ſet lheſe women on to 
lander lord Angelo? they have | ba d you did. 

Duke. 'Tis falſe. | 

Eſcal. How? know you hen vou are? 

Duke. Reſped to your great 15 and let the devil 


Be ſometime honour'd for his b&rning throne. 
Where is the Duke? 'tis he ſhd31d hear me ſpeak. 
Eſcal. The Duke's in us; and w will hear you ſpeak : 
Look, you ſpeak juſtly. 1 
Duke. Boldly, at leaſt. But oR, poor ſouls, 


Come you to ſeek the lamb her& of the fox? 
E 6 | Good 
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Good night to your redreſs: is the Duke gone? 
Then is your cauſe gone too. The Duke's unjuſt, 
Thus to retort your manifeſt appeal; I 
And put your trial in the villain's mouth, 
Which here you come to accuſe. t 
Lucio. This is the raſcal; this is he, I ſpoke of 
Eſcal. Why, thou abound andunhallow'd Friar, 
Is't not enough thou haſt ſuborn'd theſe women h 
T'accuſe this worthy man, but with foul mouth, 
And in the witneſs of his proper ear, | 0 
To call him villain; and then glance from him h 
To th' duke himſelf, to tax him with injuſtice? ix 
Take him hence; to th' rack with him: we'll touze you th 


Joint by joint, but we will know his purpoſe: 
What? unjuſt? 
Duke. Be not ſo hot; the duke dare no more ſtretch 
This finger of mine, than he dare rack his own: 
His ſubject am J not, 
Nor here provincial; my buſineſs in this ſtate 
Made me a looker on here in Vienna; 
Where I have ſeen corruption boil and bubble, 
Till it o'er-run the ſtew: laws, for all faults; 
But faults ſo countenanc'd, that the ſtrong ſtatutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber's ſhop, 
As much in mock as mark. 
Eſcal. Slander to th' ſtate! away with him to priſon. 
Ang. What canyou vouch againſt him, ſignior Lucio? 
Is this the man. that you did tell us of? — [bald-pat; 
Lucio. Tis he, my lord. Come hither, good-man, 
Do you know me? 
Duke. I remember you, Sir, by the ſound of your 
voice: I metyouat the An in the abſence of the duke. 
Lucio. Oh, did you ſo? and do you remember what 
you {aid of the duke? 
Duke. Moſt notedly. Sir. , 
Lucio. Do you ſo, Sir? and was the duke a fleſh- 
monger, a ſoo], and a coward, as you then reported 


him to be? 
Duke 


Muſt have a: word anon: lay ho 


| That yet can do thee office? if t 
{ Rely upon it 'till my tale be heard, 


, 
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Duke. You mult, Sir, change; zerſons with me, ere 


you make that my report: youſpoke ſo of him, and 
much more, much worſe. 

Lucio. Oh thou damnable A did not 1 pluck 
thee by the noſe, for thy ſpeecttes ? 

Duke. I proteſt, I love the duke as I love myſelf. 

Ang. Hark! how the villain- would cloſe now, after 
his treaſonable abuſes. | 

Eſcal. Such a fellow is not to be talk'd withal; away 
with him to priſon: where is the Provoſt ? away with 
him to priſon; lay bolts enough upon him; let him 
ſpeak no more; away with thoſe giglets too, and with 
the other confederate companic . 

Duke. Stay, Sir. ſtay a- While * 

Ang. What! reſiſts he? help im, Lucio. 

Lucio. Come, Sir; come, Sir; come, Sir; foh, Sir; 
why, you bald- pated lying raſcalFyou mult be hooded, 
mult you? ſhow your knave's Sh with a pox to 
you; ſhow your ſheep-biting face, and be hang'd an 
hour: will t not off? 

[Pulls off the Friar's Hood, an i dt covers tie Duke. 

Duke. Thou art the firſt knave, th it e er mad'ſt a duke. 
Firlt, Provoſt, let me bail theſe ge 1tle three. 

Sneak not away, Sir; for the Fur and you 
| 1 on him. 

Lucio. This may prove worle than hanging. 

Duke. What you have ſpoke,Y, pardon; fit you 

down: i. [To Eſcalus. 
We'll borrow place of him. Sir y N leave: 
A 


Haſt thou or word, or wit, or im ence, 


u haſt, 


And hold no longer out. "Y 
Ang. O my dread lord, — 
I ſhould be guiltier than my guiltineſs, 
To think I can be undiſcernable, 
When I perceive your Grace, like power divine, 
Hath look'd upon my palles: then, good prince, 
; No 


: 
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No longer ſeſſion hold upon my ſhame; 


But let my trial be mine own confeſſion: 
Immediate ſentence then, and ſequent death, 


Is all the grace I beg. 
Duke. Come hither, Mariana : 


Say; waſt thou e'er contracted to this woman? N ] 
Ang. I was, my lord. | 
Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her inſtantly, V 

Do you the office, Friar; which conſummate, * 

Return him here again: go with him, Provoſt. F 

 [Exeunt Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoſt. B 

| 0 

CNE V. II 

| | Tl 

Eſcal. V Y lord, I am more amaz'd at his diſhonour, H M. 

Than at the ſtrangenels of it. Ar 


Duke. Come hither, Jabel; 
Your Friar is now your prince: as I was then 
Advertiſing, and holy to your buſineſs, 
Not changing heart with habit, I am ſtill 
Attornied at your lervice. 

Jab. Oh, give me pardon, 
That I, your vaſſal, have employ'd and pain'd 
Your unknown ſovereignty. 

Duke, Xou are pardon'd, Jabel. 
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother's. death. I know, fits at your heart: 
And you may marvel. why I obſcur'd myſelf, 
Labouring to ſave his life; and would not rather 
Make raſh remonſtrance of my hidden power, 
Than let him be ſo loſt: Oh, moſt kind maid, 
It was the ſwift celerity of his death, 
Which, I did think, with {lower foot came on, 
* That bain'd my purpoſe: but peace be with him ! 
That life is better life, paſt fearing death, 
Than that which lives to fear; make it ns comfort; 


So, happy is your brother. 


 *That brain'd my purpoſe :] We ſhould read bain'd, i. e. deſtroy d. | 
SCENE 


5 
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SCENEs 
Enter Angelo, Mariana, peter, and Provoſt. 


* Do, my lord. \ here. 
Duke. For this new marry'd man, approaching 
Whoſe ſalt imagination yet hath wrong d 
Your well-defended honour, you; nuſt pardon 
For Mariana's ſake : but as he agj! dg'd your brother, 
Being criminal, in double violatin 
Of ſacred chaſtity, and of promif.-breach, 
Thereon dependant for your brogher s lite, 
The very mercy of the law cries ; 
Moſt audible, even from his prop ir tongue. 
An Angels tor Claudio; death for#leath. 
Haſte ſtill pays haſte, and „ = (1onn leiſure: 
Like doth quit like, and MeaſureMill for Meaſure. 
Then Angelo, thy faults are manifeſted; 
Which tho' thou would'ft he ee thee * vantage. 
We do condemn thee to the very block, 
Where Claudio ſtoop'd to death; ànd with like haſte; _ 
Away with him. | 
Mari. Oh, my molt gracious lord. 
hope, you will not mock me with a huſband ? 
Duke. It is your huſband mock'd y yu with a huſband. 
Conſenting to the ſafeguard of yo ir honour, 
I thought your marriage fit; elſe. imputation, 
For that he knew you, might rep}ovach your life, 
And choak your good to come: fur his poſſeſſions, 
Altho' by confiſcation they are offrs, 
| We do enſtate and widow you wi./hal, 
1o buy you a better huſband. 


* Mari. Oh, my dear lord, : 
I crave no other, nor no better rw 
xt Duke. Never crave him; we arexdefinitive. | 
i — deny thee vantage. ] Vantage, for Means, Opportunity. 
70. B 8 | Man, 


} 
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Mari. Gentle, my liege —- 
Duke. You do but loſe your labour: 
Away with him to death. Now, Sir, to you. 
Mari. Oh, my good lord! Sweet Iſabel, take my part; 


Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 


I'll lend you all my life, and do you ſervice. 
Duke. Againſt all ſenſe you do importune her ; 

Should ſhe kneel down, in mercy of this fact. 

Her brother's ghoſt his paved bed would break, 


And take her hence in horror. 


Mari. Jabel. 
Sweet Jabel, do yet but kneel by me; 


Hold up your hands, fay nothing; I'll ſpeak all. 


They ſay, beſt men are moulded out of faults; 
And, for the moſt, become much more the better 
For being alittle bad: ſo may my huſband. 

Oh, Habel! will you not lend a knee? 

Duke He dies for Claudio's death. 

Jab. Moſt bounteous Sir, [ Kneeling, 
Look, if it pleaſe you, on this man condemn'd, 
As if my brother liv'd: I partly think, 

A due lincerity govern'd his deeds, 

Till he did look on me; ſince it is ſo, 

Let him not die. My brother had but juſtice, 

In that he did the thing for which he dy'd; 

For Angelo, his act did not o'ertake his bad intent; 
And mult be bury'd but as an intent, 


That periſh'd by the way : thoughts are no ſubjedts: 


Intents, but merely thoughts. 
Mari. Merely, my lord. 
Duke. Your ſuit's unprofitable; ſtand up, I ſay: 
J have bethought me of another fault. 
Provoſt, how came it, Claudio was beheaded 
At an unuſual hour? | 
Prov. It was commanded ſo. 
Duke. Had you a ſpecial warrant for the deed? 
Prov. No, my good lord; it was by private metlage. 


* 


Give up your keys. 


— — > 


Duke. For which I do diſcharge you of your office: 


— hd 3 — — 


As: 


As like almoſt to Claudio, as 


N | 2 
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Prov. Pardon me, noble lord. 
I thought, it was a fault, but knew it not; 
Yet did repent me, after more a vice: 
For teſtimony whereof, one in he priſon, 
That ſhould by private order e e have dy'd, 
I have reſerv'd alive. ö 
Dufte. What's he? I : 


[ 


Prov. His name 1s coat 


Duke, I would, thou hadſt e ſo by Claudio: 
Go, fetch him hither; let me le ok upon him. 
Eſcal. I'm ſorry, one ſo learij ed and ſo wiſe 
As you, lord Angelo, have {till ppear'd, 
Should ſhip ſo grolly both in heft of blood, 


And lack of temper'd judgmen e 


Ang. Im fort that fuch ſor I procure; 


And ſo deep ſticks it in my petzitent heart, 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy : 
'Tis my deſerving, and I do igtreat it. 


SCENE: VII. 
Enter Provoſt, Barnardine, Claudio, and Julietta. 


Duke. HICH is that Barnatdine? 
Prov. This, my lo d. 
Duke. There was a Friar told ne of this man: 
Sirrah, thou'rt ſaid to have a tzubborn ſoul, * 
That apprehends no further than this world; 


| And {quar'ſt thy life accordingl$: thou'rt condemn'd; 
But for thoſe earthly faults, I uit them all: 


I pray thee, take this mercy to provide 


For better times to come: Fru.;, adviſe him; [that? 


hat muffled fellow's 
that I ſav'd, 
audio loſt his head; 
N 
Duke. If he be like your brother, for his ſake. To Iſa. 
Is he 1 95 and for your lovely ſake, 


I leave him to your hand, V 
Prov. This 1s another priſon 
Who ſhould have dy'd when « 


Give 


90 Meaſure for Meaſure. 


Give me your hand, and ſay, you will be mine, 

He 1s my brother too; but fitter time for that. 

By this, lord Angelo perceives he's late; 

Methinks, I ſee a quick'ning in his eye. 

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well; yours. 
Look, that you love your wife; her worth works 
J find an apt remiſſion in myſelf, 

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon. 

You, ſirrah, that knew me fora fool, a coward, | To Luc, 


One of all luxury, an aſs, a mad-man ; 


Wherein have IUelerved tg of you, 
That you extol me thus? 

Lucio, *Faith, my lord, I ſpoke it but according to 
the trick; if you will hang me for it, you may: but 


I had rather it would pleale you, 1 might be whipt, 


Duke. Whipt firſt, Sir, and hang d after. 
Proclaim it, Provoſt, round about the city ; 
If any woman, wrong'd by this lewd fellow, 
(As I have heard him ſwear himſelf, there's one 
Whom he begot with child) let her appear, 
And he ſhall marry her; the nuptial finiſh'd, 


Let him be whipt and hang' d. 


Lucio. J beſeech your highneſs, do not marry 


me to a whore: your highneſs ſaid even now, I. 


OS 
made you a duke; good my lord, do not recom- 


pence me, in making me a cuckold. 

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou ſhalt marry her: 
Thy ſlanders I forgive, and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits; take him to priſon: 
And ſee our pleaſure herein executed. 


Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is preſſing to 


death; whipping and hanging. 

Duke. Sland'ring a prince deſerves it. 
She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, laok, you reſtore. 
Joy to you, Mariana: love her, Angelo: 
I have confeſs'd her, and I know her virtue. 
Thanks, good friend Eſcalus, for thy much goodneſs: 
There's more behind, that is more gratulate. 


Thanks 


rs, 


C. 


to 
Jut 
pt. 
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Kor Provoſt. for thy care Ad ſecreſy; 
Ve ſhall employ thee in a „hier place: 

ke him, Angelo, that brought you home 

The head of Ragozine for Claus 

Th' ollence pardons itſelf. r 1/qbd, 

I have a motion much importFyour good, 

Whereto if you” Ma willing ech incline; 

What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine: 

So bring us to our palace, where we'll ſhow 

What's yet behind, that's meet You all ſhoulg know. 

[ Exeunt omnes. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Il DON PEDRO, Prince of Arragon. | 
i Leonato, Governor of Meilina, | 
It! Don John, Baſtard-Brother to Don Pedro. 0 
Th! Claudio, a young Lord of Florence, Favourite to Don 
It | Pedro. 
| | Benedick,.a young Lord of Padua, favour d likew! 1 by 
| If Don Pedro. 
it Balthazar, Servant to Don Pedro. 
it; Antonio, Brother to Leonato. Be © 
' 
1 Borachio, Confident to Don John. 
| Conrade, Friend to Borachio. 
Dogberr 
ve = Ys two fool! ſh * = PL. 
p 7 * . A N N 
Hero, Daughter to Leonato. 255 et lea 
It Beatrice, Netce to Leonato. 6 8 a 
jo 8 | two Gentlewomen, als ero. = 
YT / 
A Friar, Meſſenger, Watch, Town-Clerk, Sexton, and At- brit 
tendants. Hd, 
rent. 
14 
SCENE, Meſſina in Sicily. mer 
von 
a lar 
bett 
tell 
L. 


MUCH M 


on 


At- 


| 


membr by Don Pedro: he hat 

yond the promiſe of his age, doing 
| a lamb {he feats of a lion: he hat 
| better'd\ 2xpeQation, than you malt expect of me to 
tell you how. 


| there a 


. 


» 
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ACT IL 8 C. E N E I. 


8 0 E NE, a court beſore 1 s Houſe. 


Enter tonato, Hero, and Beatrice, with a Me eſſenger. 


* 


LEdnazot 


Leald in this letter, that of Pedro of Arragon 
comes this night to Meſſina. 
M.. He is very near by this ;;he was not three 
leagues off when J left him. | 
ow many gentlemen haye you loſt in this 
Meſſ. But few of any Sort, 2 of Name. 
Leon. A victory is twice itſelf, when the atchiever 


brings home full numbers; 1 hg here, that Don 
Haro hath beſtowed much honor ron a young Ho- 
entine, call'd Claudio. 8 5 


Me]. Much deſerved on his park, and equally re- 
orne himſelf be- 
in the figure of 


, indeed, better 


Leon. He hath an uncle here in NY, na will * very 


much glad of it. 


pears much joy in him; even ſo much, that 


Me. 0 have already deliver'd Sim letters. and 
: 


Mr. Pofe. ; 
JET 


* The Story from Ario/to, Orl. Fur. I. 5. 
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Joy could not ſhew itſelf modeſt enough, without a 


i badge of bitterneſs. oY 
I} Leon. Did he break out into tears? | 
| || Me. In great meaſure. | | : 
I Leon. A kind overflow of kindneſs. There are no | 
| | faces truer than thoſe that are ſo waſh'd. How much : 
| | better is it to Weep : at joy, than to joy at weeping ! | 
11 Beat. I pray you,*is Signior Montanto return'd from 
l | the wars or no? = 
4 Meſ,. I know none of that name, Lady; there was ;, 
1H none ſuch in the army of any Sort. 17 
14 | Leon. What is he that you aſk for, Neice ? h 
lf | | Hero. My Couſin means Signior Benedick of Padua, b. 
þ  Mefſ. O, he's return'd, and as pleaſant as ever he | p 
| it was. hy 


4 Beat. He ſet up his bills here in Meſſina, and chal- 
leng'd Cupid at the flight; and my Uncle's fool, read- 
1 ing the challenge, ſubſcrib'd for Cupid, and challengd .; 
him at the bird-bolt. I pray you, how many hath N bs 
tt he kill'd and eaten in theſe wars? but how many 
[1 hath he kill d? for, indeed, I promis d to eat all of bo 
his killing. 


il Leon. Faith, Neice, you tax Signior Benedick too Bu 
| | much; but hell be meet with you, I doubt it not. v0 
1 Meſſ. He hath done good ſervice, Lady, in theſe hi- 
| | Wars. ; 
It Beat. You had muſty victuals, and he hath holp 'Þ (/; 
1: to eat it; he's a very valiant trencher-man, he hath WM | 
an excellent ſtomach. FRY 
Meſj. And a good ſoldier too, Lady. * 
Beat. And a good ſoldier to a lady? but what is he Þ if h 
to a lord? | tho 

Me A lord to a lord, a man to a man, ſtufft with 
all honourable virtues. * 
i feren 
& is Signior Montanto return'd| eee i in Spaniſh, is a huge tuo- Lane 
handed-fword, given, with much Humour, to one, the Speaker would Char 
repreſent as a Boaſter or Bravado. leren. 


Beat. 
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2 Beat! It is ſo, indeed: he is $0 leſs than a ſtufft 
man: Hut for the ſtuffing.—well, we are all mortal. 

Leon. You muſt not, Sir, miſtake my Neice; there 
is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick and 
her; they never meet, but ther S a Kinn of Wit 


— or, > - 


between them. 

ON he gets nothing! 5 That. In our laſt 
conflict, four of his ſive wits * halting off, and 
now is the whole man govern\ with one: So that 
if he have“ wit enough to kee himſelf from harm, 
let him bear it for a difference bg een himſelf and his 
horſe ; for it is all the wealth t at he hath left, to 
be known a reaſonable creature, Who is his com- 
panion now? he hath every month a new ſworn 
brother, | | 


al- Megs it poſſible? 
ad- Beat. Very ealily poſſible; he wears ; his ſaith but 
gd as the faſhion of his hat, it ever changes with the 


ath next block. 
any N. 1 ſee, Lady, the N . is not in your 
| of WW books. 
| Beat: No; an he were, I wou 4 burn my Study. 
too But, I pray you, who is his companion? is there no 
ot.  voung ſquarer now, that will nake a voyage with 
heſe I him to the devil? 
% Mefſ. He is moſt in the company 
1olp Claudio. 
1ath Beat. O lord, Ws will hang upon him like a diſeaſe; 
he is ſogner caught than the peſtilence, and the taker 
| runs prgſently mad. God help he noble Claudio, 
is he if he have caught the Benedict; 4 will coſt him a 
oufan pounds ere he be cur d. 8 


of the right noble 


with 
* wit 4 to keep himſelf warm, ] But bh would that make a 4iſ- 
jerence between, him and kis Horſe ? We ſhoul$ read, Wit enough to keep 
RP ION 'imſelf from harm. This ſuits the ſatirical A of her Speech, in the 
Aha Character ſhe would give of Benedick ; and tis would make the Dif- 


ken of. For 'tis the Nature of Horſes, when wounded, 
n the Point of the Weapon. ; 


II . Faw q, Meſſ. 
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Meſſ. I will hold friends with you, Lady. 
Beat. Do, good friend. | | 
Leon. You'll ne'er run mad, Neice. 

Beat. No, not till a hot January. 

Meſſ. Don Pedro is approach d. 


ern 


Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar, and 
| Don John. 


Pedro. O OD Signior Leonato, you are come to 
meet your trouble: the faſhion of the 
world is to avoid colt, and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my houle in the 
likeneſs of your Grace; for trouble being gone, com- 
fort ſhould remain; but when you depart from me, 
ſorrow abides, and happineſs takes his leave. 

Pedro. You embrace your charge too willingly: ! 
think, this is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me ſo. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, Sir, that you alkt her? 

Leon. Signior Benedick, no; for then were you a 
child. 

- Pedro. You have it full, Benedict; We may guels 
by this what you are, being a man: truly, the lady 
fathers herſelf ; be happy, lady, for you are like an 
honourable father. . 

Bene. If Signior Leonato be her Father, ſhe would 
not have his head on her ſhoulders for all Meſſina, 
as like him as ſhe is. 

Beat. I wonder, that you will ſtill be talking, Sig- 
nior Benedick ; no body marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear lady Liſdain. are you yet 
living? | 

Beat, Is it poſſible, Diſdain ſhould die, while ſhe 
hath ſuch meet food to feed it, as Signior Beneduk? 
Courtely itſelf muſt convert to Diſdain, if you come 
in her preſence, Bene. 


Chudio, and Signior Benedict. 
5 Lebnato hath invited you all I t 


A 5; LY es Pe 


lome occaſion may detain us long; 


Y 
* 0 


Much Ado about MN 


Bend Then is courteſy a turn- cat; but it is cer- 


„ 
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_ I am lov'd of all ladies , only 
I woub1 I could find in my heart h 
hard heart, for truly I love none. 
Beat. A dear happineſs to women; they would 
elſe have been troubled with a pernicious ſuitor. I 


thank 15 and my cold blood, Lam of your Hu- 


u excepted; and 
hat I had not a 


mour for that; I had rather hear mY dog bark at 
a crows than a man ſwear he loves me. 

Bene God keep your ladyſhip ſtill in that mind! 
ſo ſomt gentleman or other ſhall ſcape a Pr. 
{cratchi/ face. 

Beat. Scratching could not mak it worſe, an twere 
ſuch a face as yours were. 


Bene, Well, you are a rare parrgt-teacher. 
Beaf gy bird of my tongue is h tter than a beaſt 
ot yYOus. 


Bene. 1 would, my horſe had & e ſpeed of your 
Nhat and ſo good aſcontinuer: but keep your way 


o God's name, I have done. 7 


Beat. You always end with a jd s trick; I know 
you of old. 
Pedro. This is the ſum of all: 


benats, —S1gnior 
dear friend, 
| him, we ſhall 

ay here at the leaſt a month; iſ, e heartily prays, 
I dare ſwear, 


he is noghypocrite, but prays from is heart. 


worn. 


Leon. all not be for- 


my lord, being 


If you ſwear, my Lord, yo 
Let me bid You welcom 


reconciled to the prince your brot zer; I owe you 


| thank 


all duty. 


John. 1 thank you; I am noj of many words, but 
ou. 
Leon. Pleaſe i it your Grace lead on! ? 
Pedro. Your hand, Leonato; we will go together, 
[Exeunt all but oY k and Claudio. 
F 2 5 S CENE 
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een gh 
Claud. ENEDICK, didſt thou note the daugh. E 


. . 22 
ter of Signior Leonato ? | Ho 
Bene. J noted her not, but I look'd on her. 55 


Claud. Is ſhe not a modeſt young lady? 
Bene. Do you queſtion me, as an honeſt man ſhould 
do, for my ſimple true judgment? or would you have 
me ſpeak aſter my cuſtom, as being a profeſſed ty- 


rant to their ſex ? | 8 Peg 
Claud. No, I pr'ythee, ſpeak in ſober judgment. 
Bene. Why, i' faith, methinks, ſhe is too low for M | 
an high praiſe, too brown for a fair praiſe, and too tel 
little for a great praiſe; only this commendation I can }] 
afford her, that were ſhe other than ſhe is, ſhe were 
unhandſome; and being no other but as ſhe is, I 5 1d 
do not like her. | alle 
Claud. Thou think'ſt, I am in ſport; I pray thee, ] is 1 
tell me truly how thou lik'ſt her. par. 
Bene. Would you buy her, that you enquire after I nate 
her? | | b # 
Claud. Can the world buy ſuch a jewel? | B 


Bene. Yea, and a caſe to put it into; but ſpeak you nor 
this with a ſad brow? or do you play the flouting be f. 
Jack, to tell us Cupid is a good hare-ftinder, and Vu- W 
can a rare carpenter? come, in what key ſhall a man 
take you to go in the Song? p 

Claud. In mine eye, ſhe is the ſweeteſt lady that! 
ever look d on. 

Bene. I can ee yet without ſpectacles, and I fe 
no ſuch matter; there's her Coufſin, if ſhe were not 
poſſeſt with ſuch a Fury, exceeds her as much in 
beauty, as the firſt of May doth the laſt of December: 
but I hope, you have no intent to turn huſband 
have you? 

Claud. I would ſcarce truſt myſelf, tho' I had ſwom 
the contrary, if Hero would be my wite. — 


NJ 


Bent. 


1 


world onc man, but he will wear 
picion 


nato's hart. daughter. 


nor was not ſo; 


be ſo. 
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in faith\? hath not the 
is cap with ſuſ- 
ſhall I never ſee a bachehr of threeſcore 
again go to, 1 faith, if thou wilteeds thruſt thy 


Bene. Is't come to this, 


neck if 0 a yoke, wear the print of it, and ſigh away 


Sundays | look. Don Pedro is returns to ſeek you- 


8 SCENE I. 


Re enter Don Pedro and Don Tohn. 


Pedro. W HAT Secret hath hel y ou here, that 
you follow'd not to Ley her s houſe? 
*onſtrain me to 


Bene, 1 ok your Grace woul 
tell. 
Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegias 
Bene. You hear, Count Claudio, I din be ſecret as 


à dumb man, I would have you think o; but on my 


allegiange. mark you this, on my al-:giance :—he 
is in lou; with whom? now that is your Grace's 
art: lick. how ſhort his anſwer is, Fit Hero, Leo- 


Claud. If this were ſo, ſo were it utkgred. 
Bene. Like the old tale, my lord, Fe is not fo, 
but, indeed. God forbid it {hould 


Claud. Tf my aſſion change not ſhortly, God for- 


bid it ſhould be otherwiſe. 


Pedro. Amen, if you love her, for the Lady 1 is 


very well Worthy. 


Claud. You ſpeak this to fetch me inlfay Lord. 
Pedro. By m my troth, I ſpeak my tho ght. 

Claud. And, in faith, my Lord, I pe ze mine. 

Bene. And my my two faiths and troy! as, my * 


ſpeak 
Claud. . I love her, I feel. 
Pedro. Fhat ſhe is worthy, I know. : 
Bene. Tt' at I neither feel how ſhe ſhovld be loved, 
nor know 10w ſhe ſhould be worthy, is the opinion 


F 3 5 that 
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that fhre cannot melt out of me; I will die in it at 


the ſtake. 


Pedro. Thou waſt ever an obllinate neretic in the 


delpight of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but in 
the force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceiv d me, I thank her; 
that ſhe brought me up, 1 likewiſe give her moſt 
humble thanks: but that ,I will have a recheate 
winded in my forehead, or hang my bugle in an 
inviſible baldric, all women ſhall pardon me; be- 
cauſe J will not do them the Wrong to miſtruſt any, 
I will do myſelf the Right to truſt none: and the 
fine 1s, (for the which I may go the hiner,) I will 
live a bachelor. 

Pedro. I jhall ſec thee, ere I die, look pale with 


love. 


hang me up at the door of a brothel-houſe for the 
Sign of blind Cufxd. 

Pedro. Well, if ever thou doſt fall from this faith, 

thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and 
ſhoot at me; and he that hits me, let him be clapt 
on the ſhoulder, and call'd * Adam. 

Pedo. Well, as time ſhall try; in time hs ſavage 
bull doth bear the yoke. 

Bene. The ſavage bull may, but if ever the ſenſibl: 
Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's-horns, and ſe 
them in m forehead, and let me be vilely painted 
and in ſuch great letters as they write, Here is gov! 
Horſe to hire, let them lignify under my Sign, He! 
you may ſee Benedick the marry'd the man. 


* Adam Bell, at that time famous for Archery. Mr,/Tieobald. 
7 Claud, 


Bene. With anger, with ſickneſs, or with hunger, 
my lord, not with love: prove, that ever I loſe more 
blood with love, than I will get again with drinking. 
pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker's pen, and 


it at 
the 
it in 


her; 
moſt 
leate 
n an 
be- 
any, 
| the 
will 


with 


nger, 
more 


king, 


, and ; 


r the 
faith, 


and 
clapt 


) 


avage 


nſible 
nd ſet 
nted: 
5 g00! 


Hut 


ald. 
Claul. 


: 


| * 
40 


„ 
8 
hd 
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Claud. If this ſhould ever happeſi. thou would'ſt 
be horn-mad. fk $ 

Pedro. Nay, if Cupid hath not ip; at all his quiver 
in Venice, thou wilt quake for he Fe 
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Bene. I look for an earthquake to then. 
Pedro. Well, you will temporizssvith the hours; | 
in the mean time, good Signior Benedick, repair to 
Leonato's, commend me to him, and tell him I will 
not fail! at ſupper; for, inde, he hath made 
great preſharation. 1 
Bene. T'have almoſt matter enouy | n in me for ſuch 
an embaſſage, and ſo I commit you-z 
Claud. To the tuition of God; 
] had 1t, 
Pedro. 
Benedick, 8. 
Bene. Nay. mock not, mock nyt; the body of 
our diſcourſe is ſometime guarde with fragments, 
and the guards are but {lightly baſt&Q on neither: ere 


om my houſe, if 


The ſixth of July, out. loving friend, 


you flout old ends any further, e mine your con- 


Claud. 


Doſt thou affy 


ſcience, and ſo I leave you. Exit. 


* 


„EN V. 


4 Liege, your Hi uneſs now may do 
F 8 * 

me good. 

Pedro. My love is thine to teach, teach it but how, 


N And thou ſhalt ſee how apt it is to earn 
Any hard leſſon that may do thee g 50d. 


Claud. Hath Leonato any ſon, my lord? 
Fedro. No child hut Hero, ſhe's tj only heir: 
her, Claudio? N 

Claud. O my lord. 
When you w\ nt onward on this en Jed action, 
look d upon, her with a ſoldier's... ve; 
That lik'd. but had a rougher talk hand 
Than to drive liking to the name ¶ love; 


But now I am return'd, and that War-thonghts 
F 4 Have 


* 


Be 
4 
7 
* 
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H ave left their places vacant; in their rooms 
Come thronging ſoft and delicate Defires, 
All prompting me how fair young Hero is; 
Saying, I lik d her ere I went to wars. 
Pedro. Thou wilt be a lover preſently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of words: 
If thou doft love fair Hero, cheriſh it, 
And I will break with her, and with her Father, 
And thou ſhalt have her: was t not to this end, 
That thou Legan it to twill ſo fine a ſtory? 
Claud. How iweetly do you miniſter to love, 
That know love's grief by his complexion ! 
But leſt my liking might too ſudden ſeem, 
L would have falv'd it with a longer treatile. 
Pedro. What need the bridge much. broader than 
the flood? 
The faireſt grant 1s the necellity ; ; 
Look, what will ſerve. is ht; 'tis once, 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know, we (hall have revelling to- night; 
I will aſſume thy part in ſome diſguile, 
Andl tell fair Hero I am Claudio; 
And in her boſom Ill unclaſp my heart, 
And take her hearing priſoner with the force 
And ſtrong encounter of my amorous tale: 
Then, after, to her father will I break; 
And the concluſion is, ſhe ſhall be thine; 
In practice let us put it preſently. 


thou lov'ſt; 


[ Exeunt, 


Re-enter Leonato and Antonio. 


Leon. How now, Brother, where is my Couſin your 
ſon ? hath he provided this muſic? 

Ant. He is very buſy about it; but, brother, I can 
tell you news that you yet dream'd not of. 

Leon. Are they good? 15 

Ant. As the event ſtamps them, but they have 2 


good cover; they ſhow well outward. The Prince 


and Count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached alley 
in 


eunt, 


your 


can 


ve 4 
rince 
alley 

in 


Cour. 


| John. And wh 
| bringeth it? [ 


— 
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in my orchard, were thus ovbr-heard by a man of 
mine: The Privce diſcover'd to (audio, that he lov'd 
my neice yourdaughter, and mean to acknowledge it 
this night in a dance; and if he fo ind her accordant, 
he meant to 1 the preſent tin by the top. and 
inſtantly break with you of it. 

Leon. Hath t ice fellow any wit, 

Ant. A good [harp fellow; I wi 
queſtion him yourſelf. 

Leon. No, ng we will hold it as a dream, 'till it 
appear itſelf; bt I will acquaint my daughter withal, 
that ſhe may the better prepared for anſwer, if 


at told you this? 
ſend for him, and 


| pe 9 ths be true; go you and tell her of 
| it: Couſins, vou know what you have to do. | Several 
| croſs the Stage here, O, I cry you tnercy, friend, go you 
* with me and I will uſe your {kill; © gre Coulin, have 
* care this yy lime. Exeunt. 


„err 


Changes to " Apartment in L\ Mnato's Houſe. 
Enter N . John and Cynrade. 
the good-jer, Wy lord, why are 
ou 'thus out of meapre ſad? 
John. There is no meaſure in the occaſion that 


| breeds it. therefore the ſadnels is without limit. 


Conr. You ſhould hear reaſon. 


I have heard it, what Bleſſing 


Conr. If not a 
lerance. f 
John, 1 ae that thou (beir g, as thou ſay'ſt 


preſent remedy, yet a patient ſuf- 


| thou art; born under Saturn) goef about to apply a 


hide what I am: I muſt be ſad when I have cauſe, 
and ſmile at no man's jeſts; eat whtn I have ſtomach, 
and wait for no T $ — | when I m drow- 

> iy, 


moral medicine to a mortifying Fn 11 I cannot 


8 


85 
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* of 


ſy, and tend on no man's buſineſs; laugh when I am 
merry, and claw no man in his humour. 

Conr. Yea, but you muſt not make the full ſhow 
of this, 'till you may do it without controulment; Þ | 
you have of late ſtood out againſt your brother. and LY ( 
he hath ta'en you newly into his grace, where its Þ I 
impoſſible you ſhould take root. but by the fair : 
weather that you make yourſelf; it is needful that 0 


you frame the ſeaſon for your own harveſt. 


John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than z f 


roſe in his grace; and it better fits my blood tobe t 
-diſdain'd of all, than to faſhion a carriage to rob love Þ » 
from any: in this, (though I cannot be ſaid to bea a 


flattering honeſt man) it muſt not be deny'd but J am 
a plain-dealing villain; I am truſted with a muzzel, 
and infranchiſed with a clog. therefore I have decrecd Þ tt 
not to ling in my cage: if I had my mouth, I would of 
bite; if I had my liberty, I would do my liking: in di 
the mean time let me be that I am, and ſeek not to 
alter me. ; 
Conr. Can you make no uſe of your auen Bo 
John. I will make all uſe of it, for I uſe it only. 
Who comes here? what news, Borachio ? 


Enter Borachio. 


Boar. I came yonder from a great ſupper; the En 
Prince, your brother, 1 is royally entertain'd by L= 
nato, and I can give you intelligence of an intended 
marriage. 
John. Will it ſerve for any model to build miſchict ! * 
on? what is he for a fool, that betroths himſelf to 


unquietnels ? 1 
Bora. Marry, it is your bevihes? s right hand. | can 
John. Who, the moſt exquiſite Claudio? | 1 
Bora. Even he. U 


John. A proper Squire! and who, aud who? which jult 
way looks he! 

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir 0 
Leonato. . John, 


>nt ? 
only. 


. the 
y Lev 


ended 


ſchiel 
ſelf to 


d. 


which 


cir of 


John, 


of my mind! 
done? f 


* 
M Ado about N thing. 107 
John. A very forward March: chick! How come 


you to this? 5 | 
Bora. Being entertain'd for erfumer, as I was 


ſmoaking a multy room, comes, me the Prince and 
Claudio hand in hand in ſad con;?rence: I whipt be- 
hind the Arras, and there heard; agreed upon, that 
the Prince ſhouſd woo Hero for FRA and having 
obtain'd her, givze her to Coun Mlaudio. 

John. Come, come, let us thither, this may prove 
food to my diſpleaſure: that yoing ſtart-up hath all 
the glory of my overthrow; if I can croſs him any 


3 way, I bleſs myſelf every way; * are both ſure, 


and will aſſiſt me. 
Conr. To the death, my lord. 
John. Let us to the great pf er; their Cheer is 


the greater, oy” am ſubdu'd; * ould the cook were 


ſhall we. go * what's to be 


Bora. We'll wait upon your Mrdſhip. TExeunt. 


ACTI WT EN r- © 


SCEN E, a Hall in Lea) Jato's Houſe. 


| Enter Leonato, Antonio, Hero, | WPI Margaret 


and Urſula, N 


LIOoVAT G 


wW AS not hen) John here 15 Supper? 


Ant. I ſaw him not. - 
Beat. How tartly that gentle 


zn looks! I never 
can ſee him, but I am heart-burn'Þ an hour after. 


Hero. He is of a very melanchbly diſpoſition. 

Beat, He were an excellent man, that were made 
juſt in the- mid-way between him and Benedick; the 
one is too like an Image, and fays nothing : and the 
other too like my lady's eldeſt ſon, eyermore tatling. 


ES. Leon. 
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Leon. Then half Signior Benedick's tongue in Count 
John's mouth, and halt Count John's melancholy, 
in Signior Benedick's face 


Beat. With a good Leg, and a good Foot, Uncle, 


and money enough in his purſe, ſuch a man would 
win any woman 1n the world, if he could get her 
good Will. 
Leon. By my troth, Neice, thou wilt never get 
thee a huſband, if thou be ſo ſhrewd of thy tongue. 
Ant. In faith, ſhe's too curſt. 


Beat. Too curſt is more than curſt ; I ſhall leſſen 


God's ſending that way; for it is ſaid, God ſends a 
curſt Cow ſhort horns; but to a Cow too curlt he 
ſends none. | 

Leon. So, by being too curſt, God will ſend you 


no horns, 


Beat. Juſt, if he ſend me no Huſband; for the 


which Bleſſing I am at him upon my knees every 
norning and evening: Lord! I could not endure 
a huſband with a beard on his face, I had rather lie 
in woollen. h 

Leon. You may light upon a huſband, that hath 
no beard. 


Beat. What ſhould I do with him? dreſs him in my 


apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman ? 
he that hath a beard 1s more than a youth, and he 
that hath no beard 1s leſs than a man; and he that 
is more than a youth, is not for me; and he that is 
leſs than a man, I am not for him: therefore I will 
even take ſix- pence in earneſt of the bear-herd, and 
lead his apes into hell. | 

Ant. Well, Neice, I truit, you will be rul'd by 
your father. [To Hero. 

Beat. Yes, faith, it is my Coulin's duty to make 
curtſy, and ſay, Father, as it pleaſes you; but yet for all 
that, Couſin, let him be a handſome fellow, or elle 
make another curtſy, and ſay, Father, as it pleaſes me. 

Leon. Well, Neice, I hope to ſee you one day 
fitted with a kuſband, Beat. 


5 
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Beat. Not "till God make men of ſome other metal 
than earth; would it not grieve a woman to be 
over-maſter' d with a piece of vg ĩant duſt? to make 
account of her life to a clod of way-ward marle? no, 
uncle, I'll none; Adam's ſons arg my brethren, and, 
truly, I hold it a fin to match if my kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember, what I told you; if 
the Prince do ſolicit you in the kind, you know 
vour anſwer. * 
| Beat. The fault will be in the. muſic. couſin, if 
you be not woo'd in good tim(%; If the Prince be 
too important, tell him, there 4 meaſure in ever 


thing. and ſg dance out the 4 er; for hear me, 


Hero, wooing, wedding, and repanting, is as a Scotch 
Jig, a meaſure, and a cinque- pate; the firſt ſuit is 
hot and haſty, like a Scotch j Jig, and full as fantaſtical; 
the wedding mannerly-modelt, as a meaſure, full of 
ſtate and anchentry; and then comes repentance, and 
with his bad legs falls into his cinque-pace faſter and 
faſter, till he Rl into his grave. 

Leon. Couſin, you apprehend paſſing ſhrewdly. 
Beat. I have a good eye, uncle, I can ſee a church 
by day-light. 

Leon. The revellers are entring, brother; make 
200d room. x, 


-$CENE I. 


| Enter Don Pedro, Claudio. bega Balthazar, and 


others in Maſquerade 


| Pedro. 1 will you walk with your friend ? 


Hero. So _ walk ſyttly, and look 
iweetly, and ſay nothing, I am ye urs for the walk, 
and eſpecially when I walk aw ay. 

Fedro. With me in your compa 2 
Hero, J may ſay ſo, when I plegſe. 
Pedro. And w hen pleaſe you ti lay ſo? 


Hero. 


2 * 
| | 2 


1 6 
„ 


4 
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Hero. When I like your favour; for God deſend, 


the lute ſhould be like the caſe ! 
| Pedro. My viſor is Philemon's roof; within the 


houſe is Jove. 


Hero. Why, then your viſor ſhould be thatch'd. 


Pedro. Speak low, if you ſpeak love. 

Balth. Well; I would, you did hke me, 

Marg. So w ould not I for your OWN ſake. for I 
have many ill qualities. 

Balth. Which is one ? 

Marg. I ſay my Prayers aloud. 

Balth. Nlove you the better, the hearers may cry 
Amen. 

Marg. God match me with a good dancer! 
 Balth., Amen. 

Marg. And God keep him out of my ſight when 
the dance is done! Anſwer, Clerk. 

Balti. No more words, the clerk is anſwer'd. 

Ur/. I know you well enough: you are Signior 
Antonio. 

Ant. At a word. I am not. 

Urſ. I know you by the wagling of your head. 

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

th. You could never do him fo ill-well, unleſs 
you were the very man: here's his dry hand up and 
down; you are he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word. J am not. 

Ur/. Come, come, do you think, I do not know 
you by your excellent wit? can virtue hide itſelf? go 
to, mum, You are he; graces will appear, and there's 
an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me, who told you ſo? 

Bene. No, you ſhall pardon _ 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me, who you are? 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat. That I was diſdainful, and that I had my 
good Wit out of The Hundred merry Tales; well, this 


was Signior Benedicł that ſaid ſo. 
Bene. 


h 


V1 


cry 


Li 
ts. 
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Bene. What's he? Mo 

Beat. J am ſure, you know 22 enough. 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he? 

Beat. Why, he is the Prince's: jeſter; a very dull 
fool, only his gift is in deviſing impaſſible ſlanders: 
none but libertines delight in him, and the com- 
mendation is not in his wit, but in his villany; for 
he both pleaſeth men and angers them, and then 
they laught at him, and beat h'm; I am ſure, he is 
in the fleet; I would, he had b >arded me. 

Bene. When I know the ger tleman, I'll tell him 
what you ſay. 5 

Beat. Do, do, he'll but breyk a compariſon or 
two on me; which, peradv@nture, not mark'd, 
or not laugh'd at, ſtrikes him iwto melancholy, and 
then there's a partridge wing ſav'd, for the fool 
will eat no ſupper that night. We muſt follow the 
leaders. 4 [ Muſic within. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to gny ill, I will leave 
them at the next turning. 5 Exeunt. 


S G EN 0 m 
Manent John, e an Claudio. 


* 8 URE, my brother is amorous on Hero, and 
| hath withdrawn her father to break with 
him about it: the ladies follow her, and but one 
viſor remains. 

oa. And that is Claudio; I know him by his Bearing. 

John. Are you not Signior Penedick? 

Claud. You know me well, J am he. 

John. Signior, yow are ve! y near my brother in 
his loye, he 1s enamour'd on bro; I pray you, diſ- 
ſuade him from her, ſhe is ng equal for his birth; 
you may do the part of an ho 
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Claud. How know ye, he loves her? 

John. IT heard him ſwear his affection. 

Bora. So did I too, and he ſwore he would marry 
her to-night. | 

John, Come, let us to the banquet. 

| Exeunt John and Bor. 

Claud. Thus anſwer I in name of Benedict. 
But hear this ill news with the ears of Claudio. 
*Tis certain ſo, the Prince wooes for himſelf. 
Friendihip 1s conſtant in all other things, 
Save in the office and affairs of love; 
Therefore all hearts in love ſue your own tongues: 
Let every eye negotiate for itſelf, 
And trull no agent; beauty is a wich, 
Againſt whole > RR * faith melteth into blood. 
This 1s an accident of hourly proof, 
Which I miſtruſted not. Farewel then, Hero! 


Enter Benedick. 


Bene. Count Claudio? 

Claud. Yea. the ſame. 

Bene. Come, will you go. with me ? 

Claud. Whither ? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own 
buſineſs, Count. What faſhion will you wear the 
garland of? about your neck. like an Uſurer's chain? 
or under your arm, like a Lieutenant's ſcarf? you 

muſt wear it one way, for the Prince hath got your 
Hero. 

Claud. I wiſh him Joy of her. 

Bene, Why, that's ſpoken like an honeſt drover; 
ſo they ſell bullocks: but did you think, the Prince 
would have ſerved you thus? 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 


Faith melteth into Blood.) i. e. Theſe intemperate De— 
* make Men treacherous; but the Expreſſion alludes to the 
old Opinion of Superſtition concerning Witches; that they turned 
wholeſome Liquors into Blood by their Charms, 


Bene. 
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Bene. Ho! now you ſtrike like the blind man; 
'twas the boy that itole your _— and youll beat 
the Poſt. 

Claud. If it will not t be. I 1 eave you. Exit. 

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fow 2 now will he creep 
into ledges. But, that my Lady: Beatrice ſhould know 
me, and not Ae me! the Fzince's fool! ha? it 
may be, I go under that Title$þecauſe I am merry; 
yea, but ſo I am apt to do mylglf wrong: I am not 
o reputed. It is! the baſe (tho! bitter) diſpoſition 
of Beatrice, that puts the World into her perſon, and 
lo gives me out; . Fil be ri weng das I may. 


1 G EN IV. 


EA Don Pedr al 


Pedro, N O W, Signior, whey, 's the Count? did 


you ſee him? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have, lay d the part of 
lady Fame. I found him here s melancholy as a 
lodge in a warren, I told him (and I think, told him 
true) that your Grace had got the Will of this young 
lady, and I ofter' d him my company to a willow- 


| tree, either to make him a garland, as being for- 


laken, or to bind him up a rod, as being worthy to 


be whipt. 


Pedro. To be Wipe! What's lis fault ? 

Bene. The flat tranſgreſſion of a School-boy ; who, 
being overjoy d with finding a b jrd's neſt, ſhews it 
his companion, and he ſteals it. 4 

po Wilt thou make a iruzt, a tranſgreſſion? 
tne tranſgrefſion is in the ſtealery 

Bene. Yet it had not been ani the rod had been 
made, and the garland too; for the garland he might 


have worn himfelf, and the rod he might have be- 


, 


to wd on you who (as I take it have ſtol'n his 
5 Pedro. 


bird's neſt. 2 
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Pedro. I will but teach them to ling, and reſtore 
them to the owner. 

Bene. If their ſinging anſwer your ſaying, by my 
faith, you ſay honeſtly. | | 

Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you; 
the gentleman, that danc'd with her, told her ſhe is 
much wrong d by you. 

Bene. O, ſhe miſus'd me paſt the indurance of 
a block; an oak, but with one green leaf on it, 
would have anſwer'd her; my very viſor began to 
allume life, and ſcold with her; ſhe told me, not 
thinking I had been myſelf, that I was the Prince's 


Jeſter, and that I was duller than a great thaw; 


hudling jeſt upon jeſt, with ſuch impaſſable con- 
veyance upon me, that I flood like a man at a 
mark, with a whole army ſhooting at me; the 
ſpeaks Ponyards, and every word ſtabs; if her 
breath were as terrible as her terminations, there 
were no living near her, ſhe would infe& to the 
North-Star; I would not marry her, though ſhe 
were endowed with all that Adam had left him before 
he tranſgreſs'd; ſhe would have made Hercules have 


turn'd Spit, yea, and have cleft his club to make the 
fire too. Come, talk not of her, you ſhall find her the 
infernal Ate in good apparel. I would to God, ſome 


ſcholar would conjure her ; for, certainly, while ſbe 
is here a man may live as quiet in hell as in a ſanc- 
tuary, and people ſin upon purpoſe, becauſe they 
would go thither; ſo, indeed. all diſquiet, horror, 
and perturbation follow her. 


ECENFE v. 


Enter Claudio, Beatrice, Leonato and Hero. 


Pedro. 1 OOK, here ſhe comes. 
Bene. Will your Grace command me any 


ſervice to the world s end? I will go on the lightelt 
4 errand 


KK oo, ae oo. 


any 
htelt 
rand 


* 
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errand now to the Antipodes, nh you can deviſe to 
ſend me on; I will fetch vou & tooth-picker now 
from the fartheſt inch of Aſia; 8 you the length 
of Preſter John' s foot; fetch vou hair oft the great 
Cham's beard; do you any emballagge to the pigmies, 
rather than bold three words conference with this 
harpy; you have no employment for me ? 

Pedro. None, but to deſire your good company. 

Bene. O God, Sir, here's a diſh I love not. Ican- 
not indure this Lady Tongue. 

Pedro. Gome, Lady, come; you have loſt the 
heart of Signior Benearch.: i. 1 | 

Beat. Indeed, my Lord, he len it me a while, and 
gave him uſe for it, a double heart for a lingle 
one; marry, once before he wog it of me with falſe 
dice, therefore your Grace ma | ſay, I have loſt it. 

Pedro. You have put him Lk EL,. you have 

ut him down. 

Beat. So I would not he would 10 me, my Lord, 
leſt I ſhould prove the mother of fol. s: I have brought 
Count Claudio, whom you ſent me io ſeek. 

Pedro. Why, how OW Count, gherefore are you 
ſad? Z 

Claud. Not fad, my Lak 

Pedro How then? tick ? 

Claud. Neither, my Lord. 

Beat. The Count is neither ſad, nor ſick, nor merry. 
nor well; but civil, Count, civil as an orange, and 
ſomething of that jealous complexion. | 

Pedro. I faith. Lady, I think your blazon to be 
true; though Fil be ſworn, if he b ſo, his conceit is 
falſe. Here, Claudio, 1 have wooed ' thy name, and 
fair Hero is won; I have broke witz her ſather, and 
his good will obtained; name the ay of marriage. 
and God give thee joy. 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with 
her my fortunes : his Grace hath made the match, 
and all; _ ſay, Amen, to it. 


. Beat. 


* 


— 


— 2 
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Beat. Speak, Count, tis your cue. 
Claud. Silence is the perfecteſt herald of joy: ] 
were but little happy, if I could ſay how much. Lady, 
as you are mine, I am yours: I give away mylelf 
tor you, and doat upon the exchange. 

Beat. Speak. Coulin, or (if you cannot) ſtop his 
mouth with a kiſs, and let hini not ſpeak neither. 

Pedro. In faith, Lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yea, my Lord, I thank it, poor fool, it keeps 
on the windy ſide of care; my couſin tells him 
in his ear, that he is in her heart. 

(Claud. And ſo ſthe doth, couſin. 

Beat. Good Lord, for alliance ! thus goes every 
one to the world but I, and I am ſun-burnd; 1 
may lit in a corner. and cry heigh ho for a huſband. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather have one of your Father's 
getting : hath your Grace ne'er a brother hke you? 
your Father got excellent Huſbands, if a maid could 
come by them. 

Pedro. Will you have me, Lady ? 

Beat. No, my Lord, unleſs I might have another 
for working days; your Grace is too coſtly to wear 
every day: but I beſeech your Grace, pardon me, I 
Was born to ſpeak all mirth and no matter. 

Pedro. Your ſilence moſt offends me, and to be 
merry beſt becomes you; for, out of queſtion, you 
were born 1n a merry hour. 

Beat. No, ſure, my Lord, my mother cry'd ; but 
then there was a ſtar danc' d. and under that I was 
born. Couſins, God give you joy. 

Leon. Neice, will you look to thoſe things I told 


you of? 
Beat. I cry you mercy, Uncle: by your Grace s 
pardon. [Exit Beatrice. 
SCENE 
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SCENE V 


a Y my troth, a pleaſant-ſpiyited Lady. 
Leon. Them s little of the melancholy ele. 

ment in her, my Lord; ſhe is never. ſad but when 

{he ſfleefts, and not ever ſad then; for I have heard 

my dah iter ſay, ſhe hath often dream'd of unhap- 
ine ls, and wak'd herſelf with lau = ah 


Peart She cannot endure to F tell of a huſ- 


band. 

Leon. 0. by no means, ſhe mocks: all her wooers 
out of fuit. I 
She were an excellent witg. for Benedick, 
F O Lord, my Lord. if they here but a week 
t, they would talk ente mad. 

Ed, Count Claulto, when m an you to go to 
church? 2 


Claud. To-morrow, my Lord; A on cretchivs 


'till love have all his rites. 
Leon, Not till Monday, my dear fqn, which is hence 
a juſt ſeven-night, and a time too brief too, to have 
all things anſwer my mind. I 
Pedro, Come, you ſhake the a at ſo long a 
breathip g; but, I warrant thee, Clalidio, the time ſhall 
not gogduily by us. I will in the Interim undertake 
one oÞHercu/es s labours, which iy: to bring Signior 
Benedik and the Lady Beatrice igto a mountain of 
atteftion ;the one with the ot I : would fain 
have it a match, and doubt 2 faſhion it, if you 
three will but miniſter ſuch alſiſta ace as I ſhall give 
You ditection. 
Leon, My Lord, I am for you,  hough it coſt me 
ten nights watchings. N 
(dau. And I. my Lord. 
Fredi). And you too, gentle Fro? 
Here I will do any modeſt ofli 2, my Lord, to help 
my Coaſin to a good huſband. > 


\ 


64 . 
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Pedro. And Benedict is not the unhopefulleſt hul. 
band that I know: thus far 1 can praiſe him, he is 
of a noble ſtrain, of approv'd valour, and confirm d 
honeſty. 1 will teach you how to humour your 
Couſin, that ſhe ſhall fall in love with Benedick ; and 
I, with your two helps, will fo practice on Benedick, 
thaes in deſpight of his quick wit, and his queaſy flo. 
mach, he ſhall fall in love with Beatrice. 
do this, Cupid is no longer an archer, his glory ſhall 
be ours, for we are the only Love-Gods; go in with 
me, and I will tell you my drilt. J | Exeunt, 


C 


Changes to another Apartment in Leonato's Houſe. 


Enter Don John and Borachio. 


T is ſo. the Count Claudio ſhall marry the 
Daughter of Leonato. 
Bona. Yea, my Lord, but I can crols it. 


John. 


John. Any bar, any croſs, any impediment will 


be medicinable to me; I am ſick in diſpleaſure to 
him; and whatſoever comes athwart his affection, 
ranges evenly with mine. How canſt thou croſs this 
marriage ? 

Bora. Not honeſtly, my Lord, but ſo covertly that 
no diſhoneſty ſhall appear in me. 

John. Shew me briefly how. 

Bora. IT think, I told your lordſhip a year ſince, 
how much I am in the favour of Margaret, the wait— 
ing-gentlewoman to Hero. 

John, I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unſeaſonable inſtant of the 
night, appoint her to look out at her Lady's cham- 
ber-window. 

John. What liſe is in That, to be the death of this 
marriage? 

BS Bora, 
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Bord The poiſon of That lief in you to temper; go 
vou tothe Prince your brotherf{pare not to tell him, 
chat he hath wrong'd his Honc'ar in marrying the 
renown'd Claudio, (whole eſtimꝭ tion do you mightily 
hold up) to a contaminated Ste, ſuch a one as Hero. 

John. What proof ſhall I make of That? _ 
Bora. Proof enough to miſutg the Prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato; look you 


| for any other ſue ? 


John. Only to deſpite them, I will endeavour any 
thing. _ *% 

— Go then find me a meet hour, to draw Don 
P:dro, ahd the Count Claudio, alone; tell them, that 
vou knew, Hero loves me; intef 1 a kind of zeal both 
to the Prince and Claudio, as i ;; a love of your Bro- 
ther's honour who hath made this match; and his 


| friend's reputation, (who is this like to be cozen'd 


with the ſemblance of a maid,) What you have diſco- 
ver d thus; they will hardly Believe this without 
trial: offer them inſtances, which ſhall hear no leſs 
likelihood than to ſee me at h& chamber-window ; 
hear me call Margaret, Hero ;: hear. Margaret term 
me Borathio: and bring them to. ſee this, the very 
night before the intended Wedding; for in the mean. -» 
time I will ſo tion the matter, that Hero ſhall be 
adſent; and there ſhall appear ſuch ſeeming truths 
of Hero's diſloyalty, that jealouſ r ſhall be call'd aſ- 
lurance, and all the preparation yverthrown. 

John. Grow this to what adverſe iſſue it can, I 
will put it in practice: be cunni ig in the working 
this, and thy fee is a thouſand dh cats. 

Bora. Be thou conltant in the A cuſation, and my 
cunning ſhall not ſhame me. N | 

John, I will preſently go learngheir day of mar- 
nage. 5 | |  [Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII 


Changes to Leonato's Orchard. 


Enter Benedick, and a Boy. 


Bene. DX. 
Boy. Signior. 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book, bring it 
hither to me in the orchard. | 

Boy. I am here already, Sir. | Exit Boy, 

Bene. I know that, but I would have thee hence, 
and here again. I do much wonder, that one 
man, ſeeing how much another man is a fool, when 
he dedicatcs his behaviours to love, will, after he hath 
laught at ſuch ſhallow follies in others, become the 
argument of his own ſcorn, by falling in love ! and 
{ſuch a man is Claudio. I have known, when there 
was no muſic with him but the drum and the fie; 
and now had he rather hear the taber and the pipe: 
I have known, when he would have walk'd ten mile 
a-foot, to ſee a good armour; and now will he he 
ten nights awake, carving the faſhion of a new dou 
blet. He was wont to ſpeak plain, and to the pur- 
poſe, like an honeſt man and a ſoldier; and now he 
is turn'd orthographer, his words are a very fantaſti- 
cal banquet. jult ſo many ſtrange diſhes. May I be 
ſo converted, and ſee with theſe eyes? I cannot tell; 
I think not. I will not be ſworn, but love may 
transform me to an oyſter; but I'll take my oath 
on it, 'till he have made an oyſter of me, he ſhall 
never make me ſuch a fool: one woman 1s fair, yet 
I am well; another is wile, yet I am well; another 
virtuous, yet I am well. But till all graces be in one 
woman, one woman ſhall not come in my grace. 
Rich ſhe ſhall be, that's certain; **wile, or I'll none; 


* Theſe Words added out of the Editions of 1623. Mr. Poe. 
virtuous. 


diſcolour 
Art, whe 
Vol. 


Io ſlander muſic any more than once. 2 


Or if tf wilt hold longer argument, # 
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etch or I'll never cheapen her: 
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Air, or r Il ne- 


ver look on her; mild, or come not; near me;' no- 
ble, or not I for an angel; of good diſcourſe, an ex- 


cellent muſician, and her hair ſhall Ie of what co- 
Jour it pleaſe God. Ha! the Prince , nd Monſieur 
Love! 1 will hide me in the arbour. | [Withdraws. 


SCENE 1 


Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, Claudio, ** 1 


Pedro. G OME, ſhall we hear this 3 ? 0 
QA Claud. Yea, my good. lord; * ſill the 
kv evening is. 
As huſh'd on purpoſe to grace harmough 
Pedro. See you were Benedick hath hid . jimſelf? 
Claud. O very well, my lord; the muſi; ended, 
We' || it the hid fox with a pion wen 
tYong again. 


Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we'll hear tha 
Balth. O good my lord, tax not ſo bach a voice 


Pedro. It is the witneſs ſtill of excelle: 
To put a ſtrange face on his own perfe 


Y. 


ion; 


I pray thee, fling; and let me woo no more. 


Balth. Becauſe you talk of wooing, I will ſing; 
Since màhy a wooer doth commence his ſuit 


Io her It thinks not worthy, yet he woes; 


Yet will e ſwear, he loves. | 
Pedro. Lay. pray thee, come; 9 


Do it i notes. 


Balth Note this before my notes, 
There's Ty a note of mine, that's wortF 


the noting. 


Pedro. Why, theſe are very crotchets t it he ſpeaks, 
Note, na tes. forſooth, and noting. 4 


* and her Li ſhall be of what colour it pleaſe God.] i. . She ſhall not 
2 +: hinting at the Faſhion of diſcolourin tlieir Hair, by 
rt, whe 


Vor. 


was not of the Colour in eſteem, * x 


bal 


by 


G = : Bene. 


| 
| 
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Bene. Now, divine air; now is his foul ravid d! 
is it not ſtrange, that ſheeps guts ſhould hale fouls 1 
out Of men's bodies? welk, a horn for my money, h 
when all's done. 


The S ON G. 


Sigl no more, ladies, ſigh no more, | 
Men were decetvers ever; 0 
One foot in ſea, and one on ſhore, 1 
To one thing conſtant never: 
Then figh not ſo, but let them go, 
And be you blith and bonny; 
Converting all your ſounds of woe q 
Into hey nony, nony. | 5 


Sing no more ditties, ſing no mo ( 
Of dumps ſo dull and heavy ; 
The frauds of men were ever ſo, 
Since ſummer was firſt leafy : 
Then figh not ſo, &c. 


Pedro. By my troth, a good Song. 

Balth. And an ill linger, my lord. 

Pedro. Ha, no; no, faith; thou ſing'ſt well enough 
for a ſhift. 

Bene. If he had been a dog, that ſhould have 
howl'd thus, they would have hang'd him; and, I 
pray God, his bad voice bode no miſchief: I had as 
lief have heard the night-raven, come what Plague 
could have come after it. 

Pedro. Yea, marry, doſt thou hear, Balthazar? J 


pray thee, get us ſome excellent muſic : for to- Fe 
morrow night we would have it at the lady Heros wa 
ee 


chamber-window. 
Balth. The belt I can, my lord. [Exit 1 ment 
Pedro. Do ſo: farewell. Come hither, Leonato; Ca 
what was it you told me of to-day, that your Neice 
Beatrice was in love with Signior Benedick ? 
Claud. O, ay; — ſtalk on, ſtalk on, the fowl fits. Leo 
I did never think, that lady would have loved any 
man. Lean, 


: 2 
7 


x 
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Leon, No, nor I neither; but mot wonderful, that 
ſhe e ahh ſo doat on Signior dick, whom ſhe 
hath if all outward behaviours ſeeryd ever to abhor. 

Bit I t poſſible, fits the <1 that corner? 


[ Aide. 
Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it; but that ſhe Lows him with an inraged 


 alfetion,—it is paſt the definite of tl ought.— 


Pedro, May be. the doth but count irfeit. 

Claud. Faith, like enough, 

Leon. God! counterfeit? there Þ 
terfeit of paſſion came ſo near the Ii 
ſhe diſcovers it. 

Pedro, Why, what effects of paſſion ſhews ſhe ? 

Claud. Bait the hook well, this fiſh ill bite. 


s never coun- 
of paſſion, as 


[Afede. 
Leon. What effects, my lord? ſhe w j fit you, you 
daughter tell you how. 

Claud. he did, indeed. 

Pedro. low, how, I pra you? yoy amaze me: I 
would habe thought, her ſpirit had heen invincible 
againſt alh aſſaults of affection. 

Leon. | would have ſworn, it and, my lord; elpe- 
cially againſt Benedict. 

Bene. Aſide.] 1 ſhould think this a gull, but that 
the white bearded fellow ſpeaks it; kr avery cannot, 
ſure, hide himſelf in ſuch reverence. 4. 

Claud. le hath ta'en th' infection, gold it up. 

[1 [ Aſide, 

Pedro. Hath ſhe made her affection Fnown to Bene- 
dick? 4 

Leon. Ng; and ſwears ſhe never will Qrhac s her tor- 
ment. F# 

Claud. Vis true, indeed, ſo your 
mall I, ſays ſhe, that have ſo oft 


Haughter ſays: 
counter'd him 


with ſcorn! write to him that I love him ? 

Leon. This ſays ſhe now, when ſhe, is beginning to 
; for ſhe'll be up twenty times a night, 
G 2 1 and 


write to if 


— —— ͤ —2ä—ͤ th 


— 
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and there will ſhe fit in hel ſmock, till ſhe have writ 
a ſheet of paper; my daughter tells us all. 

Claud. Now you talk of a ſheet of paper, Iremem- 
ber a pretty jeſt your daughter told us of. 

Leon. O, when ſhe had writ it, and was read- 
ing it over, ſhe found Benedick and Beatrice between 
the ſheet. 


Claud. That 
Leon. * O, ſhe tore the letter into a thouſand half- 


pence; rail d at herſelf, that ſhe ſhould be ſo immo- 
deſt, to write to one that, ſhe knew, wou'd flout her: 
TI meaſure him. lays ſhe, by my own Spirit, for! 
ſhould flout hind it he writ to me; yea, though I 
love him. I ſhould. 

Claud. Then down upon her knees ſhe falls, weeps. 
ſobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curſes: 
O ſweet Benedick?! God give me patience ! 

Leon. She doth, indeed, my daughter ſays ſo; 1 
the ecſtaſy hath ſo much overborne her, that my 
daughter is ſometime afraid. ſhe will do deſperate 
outrage to herlelf; it is very true. 

Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of it by 
ſome other, if ſhe will not diſcover it. 

Claud. To what end? he would but make a ſport 


_ of it, and torment the poor lady worle. 


Pedro. If he ſhould, it were an Alms to hang him; 
ſhe's an excellent ſweet lady, and (out of all ſuſpi— 
cion) ſhe is virtuous. 

Claud. And ſhe is exceeding wiſe. 

Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick. 

Leon. O my lord, wiſdom and blood combating in 
ſo tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that 
blood bath the victory; I am ſorry for her, as I have 
juſt cauſe, being her uncle and her guardian. 

Pedro. I would, ſhe had beſtow'd this dotage on 


me; I would have dafft all.other reſpeQs, and made 


* O, ſhe tore the letter into a thouſand half-pence ;] i. e. into a thow 
ſand Pieces of the ſame Bigneſse 


her 


lik 
F 
] 
ing 
he 
wit 
I 
pea 
a 0 


Go 
jeſts 
Hal! 


with good F 
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her half myſelf; I pray you, tell Benedick of it; and 
hear whätzhe will ſay. 


Leon. Were it good, think you ? 

Claud. Nero thinks, ſurely ſhe will die; for ſhe 
ſays, ſhe 111 die if he love her not and ſhe will die 
ere ſhe mike her love known; and he will die if he 


woo her, Aather than ſhe will bate one breath of her 


accuſtom Gcroſſneſs. 
Pedro. She doth well; if ſhe ſhqhld make tender 


of her love, 'tis very poſhble, he' 11Fcorn it; for the 
know all, hath a contemptible ſpirit. 


e is a very proper man. 
e hath, indeed, a good 1 happineſs. 
ore God. and, in my mird, very wiſe. | 

Pedro. Fe doth, indeed, ſhew ſom : ſparks that are 
like wit. 1 A 

Leon. And I take him to be valia | . 

Pedro. As Hector, I aſſure you; and in the manag- 
ing of quaftrels you may ſay he is wiſc; for either 
he avoids With great diſcretion, or àndertakes them 
with a chyſtian- like fear. | 

Leon. Ifche do fear God, he muſt neceſſarily keep 
peace; if le break the peace, he ou ht to enter into 
a quarrel with tear and trembling, y 

Pedro. Aud ſo will he do, for the man doth fear 
God, howſoever it ſeems not in him, by ſome large 
jeſts he will make. Well, I am ſorr for your Neice: 
ſhall we gogeek Benedick, and tell hyn of her love? 

Claud, er tell him, my lord; let her wear it 
ounſel. | 
Leon. N +, that's impoſſible, ſhe may wear — 
heart out fit. 

Pedro. W:ll, we will hear furthe + of it by your 
daughter; et it cool the while. I lpsve Benedick well; 
ind I could wiſh he would modeſty examine him- 
lelf, to ſee how much he is unwo hy to have ſo 


good a wh 


Leon. My#Lord, will you walk? inner is ready. 
5 Fe Claud. 


1 1 
jA | 4 
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Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I will 
never truſt my expectation. [ Aſide, 

Pedro Let there be the ſame net ſpread ſor her, 
and that muſt your daughter and her gentlewomen 
carry; the ſport will be, when they hold an opi— 
nion of one another's dotage, and no ſuch matter; 
that's the Scene that I would ſee, which will be 
merely a Dumb Show; let us ſend her to call him 
to dinner, l Aſide.] Exeunt, 


GENE X. 


Benedick advances from the Arbour. 


Bene. HIS can be no trick, the conference was 
ſadly borne; they have the truth of this 
from Hero; they ſeem to pity the Lady's it ſeems, her 
affections have the full bent. Love me! why, it muſt 
be requited: I hear, how I am cenſur'd; they ſay, I 
will bear myſelf proudly, if I perceive the love 
come from her; they ſay too, that ſhe will rather 
die than give any gn of affection. I did never 
think to marry muſt not ſeem proud hap- 
py are they that hear their detractions, and can put 
them to mending : they ſay, the lady is fair; tis 
a truth, I can bear them witneſs : and virtuous ;— 
"tis ſo, I cannot reprove it : and wiſe, but for loving 
me by my troth, it is no ado to her wit, 
nor no great argument of her folly; for I will be 
horribly in love with her. I may chance to have 


. ſome odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on 


me, becauſe I have rail'd ſo long againſt marriage; 
but doth not the appetite alter? a man loves the 


meat in his youth, that he cannot endure in his age. 


Shall quipps and ſentences, and theſe paper-bullets 
of the brain, awe a man from the career of his hu- 
mour? no: the world muſt be peopled. When I 


ſaid, I would die a bachelor, 1 did not think J 
ſhould 


tr 


in 


trice: by this day, ſhe's a fair lady; I do ſpy ſome 


F v 
ö ' Much Ado about Nothing. 127 


ſhould live till I were marry'd. Here comes Bea- 


marks of love in her. 


8 Enter Beatrice. 
Beat. Againſt my will, I am fent o bid you come 
in to dinner, 15 


Beat. I tgok no more pains for thhſe thanks, than 
you take pins to thank me; if! it H d been painful, 
1 would not have come. $ 

Bene. You take pleaſure then in the meſſage. 

Beat, Yea, juſt ſo much as you may take upon a 
knife's point, and choak a daw 1 Wada you have 
no ſtomach} Signior ; fare you we Exit. 

Bene. Has! againſt my will 7 fin to bid = 
in to dinner there's a double maning in that. 
I took no mo e pains for thoſe thanks, ti n you took pains 
to thank me; — that's as much as toYay, any pains 
that I take por, pO u is as eaſy as thanks. If I do 


not take pity of her, I am a villain ; MI do not love 
her, I am * I will go get her 7 dure. . 


Bene. F ' Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 


"PF P 
"1 
— 


AC T III. ue i J. 
Continues in the oily 
rſula. 


Enter Hero, Margaret, and 
* HERO. eS | 

O OD Margaret, run thee into the parlour, 
There halt thou find my Couſin Beatrice, 


| Propoling with the Prince and Claudio ; 


Whilper her. ear, and tell her, I and Urſula 
Walk in the'orchard, and our whole diſcourſe 
s all of her; ſay, that thou overheard'ſt us; 
And bid her ſteal into the pleached Bower, 
Where = ripen'd by the Sun, 


G 4 { +. a 
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Forbid the Sun to enter; like to Favourites, 
Made proud by Princes, that advance their pride 
Againſt that power that bred it : there will ſhe hide 
Jo liſten our Purpoſe ; ; this is thy office. her. 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 
Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant preſently, 
| Exit. 
Hero. Now, Urſula, when Beatrice doth RIS, 
As we do trace this alley up and down, 
Our Talk muſt only be of Benedick ; 
When I do name him, let it be thy Part 
To praiſe him more than ever man did merit. 
My Talk to thee muſt be, how Benedick 
Is fick in love with Beatrice ; of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hear-ſay : now begin. 


Enter Beatrice, running towards the Arbour. 


For look, where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 

Cloſe by the ground to hekr ourzconference. 

Urſu. The pleaſant” | angling is to ſee the fiſh 

Cut with her golden oars the filver ſtream, 

And greedily devour the treacherous bait ; 

So angle we for Beatrice, who c'en now 

Is couched-i in the woodbine-coverture; 

Fear you not my part of the dialogue. [thing 
Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear loſe no- 

Of the falſe ſweet bait that we lay for it. 

No, truly, Urſula, ſhe's too diſdainful ; 

I know, her ſpirits are as coy and wild 

As haggards of the rock. 

Urſu. But are you ſure, 

That Benedich loves Beatrice ſo intirely ? 
Hero. So ſays the Prince, and my new-trothed lord. 
Urſu. And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam? 
Hero. They did intreat me to acquaint her of it; 

But I perſuaded them, if they lov'd Benedich, 4 

g 8 


3 


— 
What 1] 


| deed, 


ng Qu 


An Azl 
| lheſe * 
| Qualit 


Images 
call the 
tie De; 
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To wiſh him vraſtle with affection, 
And never to;let Beatrice know of 1 
Urſu. Why did you ſo? doth n {| the Gentleman 


* 


Deſerve as fu}, as fortunate a be 
As ever Beatrice ſhall couch upon % 
Hero. O Ggd of love! I know, Ae doth deſerve 
As much as Way be yielded toa1;an: 
But Nature nder fram'd a womanys heart 
Of prouder fti ff than that of Beatrite. 
Diſdain and ſcorn ride ſparkling i i her eyes, 
Miſ-prizing what they look on; and her wit 
Values itſelf ſq highly, that to her 
All matter elſ$ ſeems weak; ſhe cannot love, 
Nor take no ſhape nor project of aftection, 
She is ſo ſelffindeared. | 
Urſu. Sure,T think ſo ; | 
And therefore certainly it were ne good 
She knew his love, leſt ſhe make ſBort at it. 
Hero, Babel da ſpeak truth. I nt 
| How wiſe, hoc noble, young, howgrarely featur'd, 
| But ſhe wouldWſpell him backward z- if fair-fac'd, 
| She'd ſwear, the gentleman ſhould be her Alder; 
If black, why, Nature, drawing of an antic, 
Made a foul b ot; if tall. a launce *l-headed ; 
| © If low, an Aglet very vilely cut; 
II ſpeaking, * * a vane blown wi h all winds ; 


* If low, an Ag very vilely cut;] But why zn Agat, if low? For 
| what Likeneſs bet Men a little Man and an 43 The Ancients, in- 
deed, uſed this Sto de to cut upon; but very&$xquilitely. I make 
19 Queſtion but th Poet; wrote; x 
- an Aglet very vilely cut ; 
An Aglet was the T ag of thoſe Points, formerly” o much in Faſhion. 
Theſe Tags were either of Gold, Silver, or Braſs, according to the 
| Quality of the Weder; and were commonly in the Shape of little 
Images; or at leaſt had a Head cut at the extremity. The French 
call them aiguillettes'\ Me:eray, ſpeaking of Henry IIId's Sorrow for 
te Death of the Pr nceſs of Conti, ſays, — portant meme ſur ſes alguil- 
lettes de petites tetes dt Mort. And as a tall Man is before compar d 
To % a Launce i{{-keaded; fo, by the ſame Figures) « little Man is very. 
api liken'd to an te il cut. | 


: 7 
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If filent, why a block moved with none. 
So turns ſhe every man the wrong ſide out, 
And never gives to truth and virtue That, 
Which ſimpleneſs and merit purchaſeth. 
Urſu. Sure, ſure, ſuch carping is not commendable. 
Hero. No; for to be ſo odd, and from all faſhions, 
As Beatrice 1s, cannot be commendable. 
But who dare tell her ſo? if I ſhould ſpeak, 
She'd mock me into air; O, ſhe would laugh me 
Out of myſelf, preſs me to death with wit. Ci 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd hre, 
Conſume away in ſighs, waſte inwardly ; Ar 


hi 
of 


It were a better death than die with mocks, 


Which is as bad as 'tis to die with tickling. IF 

Urſu. Yet tell her of it; hear what ſhe will ſay. 

Hero. No, rather I will go to Benedick, For 
And counſel him to fight againſt his paſſion, | Bel 
And, truly, I'll deviſe ſome honeſt {landers 
To ſtain my Couſin with; one doth not know, 

How much an ill word may impoiſon liking. 

Uu. O, do not do your Coulin ſuch a wrong. 

She cannot be ſo much without true judgment, # x, 
Having ſo ſwift and excellent a wit, 
As ſhe is priz'd to have) as to refuſe 
So rare a gentleman as Benedzck, 


Hero. He is the only man of 1taly, Cl 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. 7 
Urſu. I pray you, be not angry with me, ien W. 


Speaking my fancy; Signior Benedick, 
For ſhape, for bearing, argument and valour, | 
Goes foremoſt in report through 1taly. 
Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 
Urſu. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it. 
When are you marry'd, Madam ? 
Hero. Why, every day; ; to-morrow ; come, go in, 


I u thew thee ſome attires, and have thy counſel * I 


Which is the beſt to furniſh me to-morrow, of the 
Urſu. s of 


Pedro. 1 Do but ſtay 'till your 


4 


e Ado about Nothing. 1 
Urſu. She' + lim'd, I warrant you! we have caught 


her, Madam. 
Hero. If it prove ſo, then x 


goes by nd ; 


with traf 
Beatrice, advancin, 


Beat. * Wikit hre is in my ears : an this be true? 
Stand I chndemn'd for Pride and Scorn ſo much? 
Contempt, fa ewel! and maiden pride, adieu! 


No glory lives behind the back of ſuch. 


Some Cupids kill with arrows, ſo 


4 


And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee; 


Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand; 
If thou doſt love, thy kindneſs ſha 1 incite thee 
To bind our loves up in a hc iy band. 
For others ſay, thou doſt deſerve;; and I 


Believe it better than reportinglys: Exit. 
SCENE | 
Leonato's Houſe 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedi and Leonato. 


rriage be con- 
ſummate, and then go IAoward Arragon. 
Claud. I'II Wing you thither my lond, if you 
vouchſafe me. 
Pedro. Nay, That would be as great a ſoil in the 
new gloſs of your marriage, as to ſhew a child his 
new coat and forbid him to wear it, I will only be 


bold with Benedick for his company; for, from the 


crown of his head to the ſole of hs foot, he is all 
mirth ; he hath twice or thrice c at Cupid's bow- 
lring, and the little hangman dare hot ſhoot at him; 
he hath a heart as ſound as a OG his tongue 


* What fire i is in my cars ?—-] Alluding to proverbial Saying 
of the common People, that their Ears buru wee others are talk» 


ing of them, % 
G 6 ; 18 
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ſpeaks. 

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

Leon. So ſay I; methinks, you are ladder. 

Claud. I hope, he is in love. 

Pedro. Hang him, truant, there's no true drop of 
hie in him, to be truly touch'd with love; if he 
be ſad, he wants money. 

Bene. I have the tooth- ach. 

Pedro. Draw eit. 

Bene. Hang it 

Claud. You mult hang it firſt, and draw it aſter- 
wards. 

Pedro. What? ſigh for the tooth-ach ! 

Leon. Which 1s but a humour, or a worm. 

Bene. Well, every one can maſter a grief but he 
that has it., 

Claud. Yet lay I, he 1s in love. 

Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in him, 
unleſs it be a fancy that he hath to ſtrange diſguiſes, 
as to be a Dutch man to day, a French man to mor- 
row; or in the Gods of two countries at once, a 
German from the waſte downward, all flops; and a 
Spaniard from the hip upward, no doublet : Unlels 
he have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears he hath, 
he is no fool for fancy, as you would have it to 
appear he 1s. 

Claud. If he be not in love with ſome woman, 
there i is no believing old ſigns ; he bruſhes his hat 
o mornings ; what ſhould that bode? _ 

Pedro. Hath any man ſeen him at the barber's ? 

Claud. No, but the barber's man hath been ſeen 
with him; and the old ornament of his cheek hath 
already ſtuft tennis-balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did by 
the loſs of a beard. 

Fedro. Nay, he rubs himſelf with civet ; can you 
ime]! him out by that ? 


is the clapper; for what his heart thinks, his tongue 


Claud. 


2 


FE Ado about No ve, 133 


Claud. That's as much as to ſay, be ſweet youth's 
in love. 

Pedro. The greateſt note of it is; is melancholy. 

Claud. And when was he wont th. waſh his face? 

Pedro. Yea, or to paint himſelf ?; for the which, I 
hear what they ſay of him. | 

Claud. Nay, but his jeſting ſpi 


crept into a lute Atring and now 7 


which is now 


Pedro. Indeed, J that tells a hegvy tale for him. 
Conclude, he 1s in love. 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him. 

Pedro. That would I know _ I warrant, one 


| that knows him not. 


Claud. Yes, and\his ill „ and in deſpight 
of all, dies for hin. 

Pedro. She ſhall tbe bury'd with ber face up wards, 

Bene. Yet is this\no charm for the tooth ach. Old 
Signior, walk aſide with me, [ hay” 2 ftudy'd eight or 
nine wiſe words to ſpeak to you wiich theſe hobby- 
horſes muſt not hear. [Exeunt Bent lick and Leonato. 
Pedro. For my life, to break with him about Bea- 
tr1ce. | b 

Claud. Tis even ſo. Hero and e have by 


| this play'd their parts with Beatri:; and then the 


two bears will not bite one another, when they meet. 


SCENE Al. 


Enter Don John. 


John, M* Lord and Brother, God ſaye-you. 
Pedro. Good den, brother. 

John. If 2 leafury ſerv d, TF d ſpeak with 
you, | 

Pedro. In private 7 | 

John. If it pleaſe you; f yet Go mt Claudio may 
hear; for, what I would ſpeak of, concerns him. 
Pedro. What's the matter ? 6: 


ern'd by ſtops— 


John. 


[ 
| 
{ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
[ 
ö 
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John. Means your lordſhip to be marry'd to-mor. 
row ? [To Claudio, 

Pedro: You know. he does. 

John. I know not that, when he knows what I 
know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you, 
diſcover it. 

John. You may think, I love you not; let that 
appear hereafter; and aim better at me by That! 
now will manifeſt; for my brother, I think, he holds 
you well, and in dearneſs of heart hath holp to effect 
your enſuing marriage; ſurely, Suit ill ſpent, and 
Labour ill beſtow'd ! 

Pedro. Why, what's the matter ? 

John. I came hither to tell you, and circumſtances 
ſhorten'd, (for ſhe hath been too long a talking of 
the Lady is diloyal. 

Claud. Who? Hero? 

John. Even ſhe; Leonato's Hero, your Hero, every 
man's Hero. 

Claud. Diſloyal ? | 

John. The word is too good to paint out her wick- 
edneſs; I could ſay, ſhe were worſe; think you of 
- a worle title, and I will fit her to it; wonder not till 
further warrant ; go but with me to night, you ſhall 
fee her chamber-window enter'd, even the night be- 
fore her wedding-day; if you love her, then to mor- 

row wed her; but it would better fit your honour 
to change your mind. | 

Claud. May this be ſo? 

Pedro. I will not think it. | 
Jol. If you dare not truſt that you fee, confels 
not that you know; if you will follow me, I will 
ſhew you enough; and when you have ſeen more 
and heard more, proceed accordingly. 

Claud. If I ſee any thing to night why I ſhould 
not marry her to morrow; in the Congregation, 
where I ſhould wed, there will I ſhame her. 


Pedro. 


ſhould ſuffer ſalvation, body and | 


' 


Much Ado al out 8 135 


P:dro. And as I wooed for tie to obtain her, I 
will join with thee to diſgrace h 

John. I will diſparage her no fax ther, till you are 
my witneſſes; bear it cold but till night, and let 
the iſſue ſhew itſelf. | 

Pedro. O day untowardl urngh . 

Claud. O miſchief ſtrangely thy arting! 

John. O plague right well prey;;nted ! ! 
So you will ſay, when you have feen the ſequel. 

| [ Exeunt. 


5c E NIE V. 


Changes to \the Str 


Euter Dogberry and Verges W the Watch, 


Dogh. AE vou good en ank ant true? 
Verg. Yea, or elſe hy 12 «lan but they 


| m7 too good for 


Logb. Nay, that were a ama 
glance in them, 


them, if they ſhould have any 
being choſen for the Prigce's Wa 4 
Ferg. Well, give the their charge, neighbour 


| Dogoerry, 


Dogb. Firſt, who we you the moſt deſartleſs 
man to be conſtable? ' — 

1 Watch, Hugh Oatcakt, Sir, or George Seacole ; for 
they can write and read! 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour eacole: God hath 
bleſt you with a good name; d to be a well- 
larour d man is the gilt of fortun& but to write and 
read comes by nature 

2 Watch. Both which, maſter col table 

Dogb. You have: I Knew, it wg, ld be your an- 
ſwer. Well, for your Fayour, Sir, hy, give God 
thanks, and make no boaſt of it; and for your WI1- 
ting and reading, let that appear ven there is more 
need of ſuch vanity 7 you are thoght here to be 
the moſt ſenſeleſs agg t man for lie Conſtahle of 


* the 
N 
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the Watch, therefore bear you the lanthorn; this is 

your charge: you {ſhattcomprehend all vagrom men; 

you are to bid any man ſtand, in the Prince's name. 
2 Watch. How if he will not ſtand? 

Dogb. Why, then take no note of him, but let 
him go; and preſently call the reſt of the Watch to- 
gether, and thank God you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not ſtand when he is bidden, he 
is none of the Prince's Subjects. 

. Dogb. True, and they 
but the Prince's Subjects : you ſhall alſo make no 
noiſe in the ſtreets; for, for the Watch to babble and 
talk, 1s moſt tolerable, and not to be endur'd. 

2 Watch. We will rather ſleep than talk; we know 
what belongs to a Watch. 

Dogh. Why, you ſpeak like an ancient and moſt 
quiet watchman, for I cannot ſee how Sleeping 
ſhould offend; only have a care that your Bills be 
not ſtolen : wall ou are to call at all the ale-houſes, 
and bid them that are drunk get them to bed. 

2 Watch, How if they will not? 

Dagb. Why then let them alone 'till they are ſo- 
ber; it they make you not then the better anſwer, 
you may ſay, they are not the men You took them 
for. 

2 Watch. Well, Sir. 

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may ſuſpect him 
by vertue of your ollice to be no true man; and for 
ſuch kind of men, the leſs you meddle or make with 
them. why, the more is for your honeſty. 

2 Watch, If we know him to be a thief, ſhall we 
not lay hands on him? 

Dogb. Truly, by your office you may; but, I think, 
they that touch pitch will be defil'd: the mot peace- 
able way for you, if you do take a thief, is, to let 
him ſhew himſelf what he is, and ſteal out of your 
company. 
erg. 


are to meddle with none 


knows the Stat ies, he may ſtay im; marry, not 


* 
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Verg. You have been always call'c_a merciful man, 

Partner. Et 

Dogb. Truly, Ihrould not hang dog by my will, 

much more a mai who hath any hEneſty in him. 
Verg. If you h, ear a child cry in he night, you 

mult call to the njarſe and bid her ll it. 
2 Watch, Hoy if the nurſe be 1 ah and will not. 


hear us? 
Dogb. Why, * depart in 25 and let the 
child wake her with crying: for th&&we that will not 
hear her lamb when it baes, will never anſwer a calf 
when he bleats. 
Verg. Tis ver true, 
Dogb. This is the end of the charge: you, con- 
ſtable, are to preſ\ nt the Prince's own pexſon; if you 
meet the Prince in the night, you may ſtay him. 
Perg. Nay, bit ady, that, I think, he cannot, 
Dogh. Five ſhfllings to one on't vith any man that 


. * —— — 
— 2 — OR 3 — — 


without the Prince be willing: or, indeed, the 
Watch ought t@&offend no man; Md it is an offence 
to ſtay a man Mainſt his will. 

Verg. Birlady I think, it be ſo. 

Dogb. Ha, ha, ha! well, maſters; good night; _ 
there be any matter of weight chznces, call up me; / 
keep your fellow's counſels and yo ir own, and good 


night; come, neighbour. 3 | 


2 Watch. W I, maſters, we hear our charge; | 
225 go fit hear upon the church-Hench' till two, and 
then all to bed. l 

Dogb. One word more, honeſt mfighbours. I pray . | 
vou. "watch about Signior Leonal s door, for the 
Wedding h to-morrow, t ere is a great coil | 


to night; adiei\t;/be vigilant, I be eech you. 


[Exeunt Do * and Verges. 


SCENE 


138 


Bora. 


HAT ? Conrade 
Watch. Peace, ſtir not. 

Bora. Conrade, I ſay. 

Conr. Here, Man, I am at thy 

Bora. Maſs, and my elbow itch'd, 


would a ſcab follow. 


Conr. I will owe thee an anſwer for that, and now 
forward with thy 


tale. 


Much Ado about Nothing. 
SCENE v. 


Enter Borachio and Conrade. 


elbow. 


| Afade, 


I thought there 


Bora. Stand thee cloſe then under this pent-houle, 
for it drizzles rain, and I will, like a true drunkard, 


utter all to thee. 


Watch. Some Treaſon, maſters; yet and cloſe. 
Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don john 
a thouſand ducats. 


Conr. Is it poſſible that any Villany ſhould be ſo 


dear ? 


Bora. Thou ſhould'ſt rather aſk, if it were poſſible 
any villain ſhould be ſo rich ? for when rich villains 
have need of poor ones, poor ones may make what 


price they will. 
Conr. 


wonder at it. 


Bora. That ſhews, thou art unconfirm'd ; thou know- 
eſt, that the faſhion of a doublet, or a hat, or a cloak 
is nothing to a man. 


Conr. Yes, it is apparel. 
Bora. I mean the faſhion. 


Conr. Yes, the faſhion is the faſhion. 
Bora. Tuſh, I may as well ſay, the fool's the Fool; 
but ſeeſt thou not. what a deformed thief this faſhion 


1s ? 


Watch. I know that Deformed ; he has been a vile 
thief theſe ſeven years; he goes up and down like 
a gentleman: I remember his name. 


Bora. Didſt thou not hear ſome body ? 


Conr. 


ON. 


a huſband. 0 


1 
1 | K. 7 
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Conr. No. *twas the vane on the houſe. 

Bora. Seeſt thou not, I ſay, what a deformed thief 
this faſhion is? how giddily he turts about all the 
hot-bloods between fourteen and we and thirty, 
ſometimes, fa ioning them like Pl*rao's ſoldiers in 
the reachy Painting; ſometimes, 17 the God Bel's 
priells in che old church-window $ ſometimes, like 
the ſhaven Hircules in the ſmirch Form- eaten tape- 
try. where hit codpiece ſeems as uk; as his club. 

Cont. All this I ſee, and ſee, that the faſhion wears 
out more apparel than the man; but art not thou 
thyſelf giddyfwith the faſhion too, that thou haſt 
ſhifted out offthy tale into telling m of the faſhion? 

Bora. Not o neither; but know, that I have to 
night wooed Margaret, the Lady Kero's Gentlewo- 
man, by the name of Hero; ſhe leauß me out at her 
miſtreſs's chamber-window, bids me Fthouſand times 
good night tell this tale vile ly ſhould firſt tell 
thee, how th@ Prince, Claudio, and my maſter, plant- 
ed and placed, and poſſeſſed by my raſter Don John, 
ſaw a far off 11 the orchard this ami; ble encounter. 

Conr. And thought they, Margan was Hero? 


E 


* 
—— = —— , 2. Wc —7—«˙ x adit 4 4 


Bora. Two of them did, the Prifice and Claudio 
but the devil my maſter knew, ilig was Margaret; 
and partly by his oaths, which ffeſt poſſeſt them, 


partly by the dark night, which df deceive them, 
but chiefly by my villany, which id confirm an 

lander that Don John had made, away went Claudio 
enraged ; ſwygre, he would meet hr as he was ap- 
pointed nextfmorning at the Templt. and there be- 
tore the whoſe Congregation ſhame her with what 
be ſaw o'er 1.ight, and ſend her home again without 


1 Watch, We charge you in the Prince's name, 
ſtand. 8 * 
2 Watch. Wall up the right maſti r conſtable; we 
have here recovered the moſt dan gitous piece of le- 

chery that ever was known in the . 


1 Watch. 


3 
* 
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1 Watch. And one Deformed is one of them; ] 
know him, he wears a lock. 

Conr. Maſters, maſters, 

2 Watch, You'll be made bring Deformed forth, ! 
warrant you. 

Conr. Maſters. 

1 Watch. Never ſpeak; we oY you, let us obey 
you to go with us. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly Commodity. 
being taken up of theſe men's bills. 

Conr. A commodity in queſtion, I warrant you: 
come, we'll obey you. | Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. 


Hero's Apartment in Leonato's Houſe. 


Enter Hero, Margaret and Urſula, 
Hero. G O OD Urſula, wake my couſin Beatrice, and 


deſire her to riſe. 
Urſu. I will, lady. 
Hero. And bid her come lather, 
_ Urju, Well. | 
Marg. Troth, I think, your other Rebato were bet- 
ker. 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, III wear this. 

Marg. By my troth, it's not ſo good; and I war- 
rant, your couſin will ſay fo. 

Hero. My coufin's a fool, and thou art another. 
I'll wear none but this. 

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if the 
hair were a thought browner; and your gown's a 
moſt rare faſhion, 1i' faith. I ſaw the Dutchels of Ali 
lan's gown, that they praiſe ſo. 

Hero. O, that exceeds, they ſay. 

Marg. By my troth, it's but a night-gown in re 
ſpect of yours; cloth of gold and cuts, and lacd 


W ith 


Hero, 


He 


tune 


Be 

Ma 
out a 

Bea 
your 


ball 


and 
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with ſilver, "ſet with pearls Wees es, ſide- leeves 


und ſkirts, round underborne with a blueiſh tinſel; 


but for a hne, quaint, graceful and excellent faſhion, 
your's is worth ten on't. 

Hero. Go give me joy to wear it, or my heart is 
exceeding IF 8 * 


Marg. ill be heavier ſoon by 8 weight of a 


man. 


Hero. Fie upon thee, art not aſham'd ? | 
Marg. Of what, lady? of ſpeaking honourably? i Is 


not marriage honourable in a beggar? is not your 
Lord honourabie without marriage? I think, you 


would hav# me ſay (ſaving your revgrence) a huſ- 
| band. If ad thinking do not 7 ſpeaking, 
I'll offend fo body; is there any ham in the hea- 


vier lor a Huſband ? none, I think, ifSt be the right 


| Huſband, and the right wife, — tis light and 


not heavy; aſk my lady Beatrice elſe,jhere ſhe comes. 
5 CEN E VI. 


Enter Beatrice. 


Hcro. 8 0 OD morrou, coz. 


heat. Good morrow, ſweet Hero. 


Hero. Why, how now? do you iP ak 1 in the fick 


tune? 


Marg. Clip us into Light o love ; Mat goes with- 


Beat. I 7h out of all other tune, Me | 
out a burden; do you lng it, and I'll dance it. 


Beat. Yet, Light o' love with your heels; then if. 
your huſbar,d have flables enough, you II look he 


lhall lack no barns. 


Marg. O illegitimate conſtruction! 1 ſcorn that 


with my heels. 


Beat, Tis almoſt five o'clock, coulfis; ; tis time you. 


were ready i by " troth. I am EX( zeding il; oy 
bo! 5 | 


he e 
N 


Ma rg . 
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Marg. For a hawk, a horle, or a huſband ? 
Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H. 


more ſailing by the ſtar. 
Beat. What means the fool, trow ? 


heart's deſire! 
Hero. Theſe gloves the count ſent me, they : are an 


excellent perfume. 
Beat. I am ſtufft, couſin; I cannot ſmell. 
Marg. A maid, and ſtuffi! there's goodly catching 
of cold. 
Beat. O, God help me, God help me, how long 
i have you profeſt apprehenſion? 
ll Marg. Ever ſince you left it; doth not my wit 
become me rarely ? 

Beat. It is not ſeen enough, you ſhould: wear it in 
your cap. By my troth, I am lick. 

Marg. Get you ſome of this diftill'd Carduus Be- 
nedictus, and lay it to your heart; it is the only thing 
for a qualm. 

Hero. There thou prick'ſt her with a thiſtle, 
Beat. Benediflus? why Benediflus? you have ſome 
moral in this Benedictus. 

Marg. Moral? no, by my troth, I have no mon 
meaning, I meant plain holy-thiltle : you may think, 
perchance, that I think you are in love; nay, bir 

lady. I am not ſuch a fool to think what I liſt; nor 
I liſt not to think what I can; nor, indeed. I can 
not think, if I would think my heart out with think 
ing, that you are in love, or that you will be in love. 
or that you can be in love: yet Benedict was fuch 
another, and now heis become a man; he ſwore, be 

would never marry; and yet now, in deſpight of his 
heart, he eats his meat without orudging ; ; and how 
you may be converted, I know not; but, methinks, 
you look with your eyes as other women do. 


Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps? 
Marg. 


Marg. Well, if you be not turn'd Turk, there $ no 


Marg. Nothing I, but God ſend every one their 


Sit 
the 


4 
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Leon 


D 


with 
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Marg. Not a falſe gallop. 7 
Urſu. Madam, withdraw; the hc, the Count, 


no Signior. Benedick, Don John, and ay. Gallants of 
the town afe come to fetch you to Murch. 


3 


Hero. Help to dreſs me, good coꝛ, good Meg, good 
elt Urſula. 4 4 - [ E xeunt. 


an SCENE VIII. 
Angther Apartment in Leonato s Houſe. 


7 


18 Enter Leonato, with Dogberry and Verges. 
ng EW * „ you with me, honeſt neigh- 
: DOUT : | 


wit Dogb. Marry, Sir, I would have'ſome confidence 
with you, 1. decerns you nearly. 

t in Leon. Brief, I pray you; for, you ſee, tis a buſy | 

time with ne. 1 | 

Be- Dogb. Matry, this it is, Sir. 1 

1ng Verg. Ves, in truth it is, Sir. 

Leon. What is it, my good friends: 

Dogb. Goodman Perges, Sir, ſpe a little of the 

matter; an'old man, Sir, and his Wits are not ſo 

blunt, as, Gd help. I would deſire they were; but, in 


oral WF faith, as honeſt as the ſkin between Fis brows. 

ink. W Perg. Yes, I thank God, I am as hc jeſt as any man 
bir- living, that is an old man, and no Dneiter than I. 
nor Dogb. Comparilons are odorous; balabras, neigh- 
cam bour Ferges. 

ink Leon. Neighbours, you are tediou! 


Dogh. It pleaſes your worlhip to [ay fo, but we are 


ſuch me poor Dgke's officers; but, truly. for mine own 
. he part, if I wi;re as tedious as a King, I could hnd in 
b his my heart to beſtow it all of your worſhip. 


Leon, All thy tediouſneſs on me, ha? 

Dogb. Yea, and *twere a thouſand times more than 
tis, for I hear as good exclamation on your worſhip 
35 of any min in the city; and tho' ] be but a poor 


"_ 
; 
: 


man, Jam glad to hear it. E 
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Verg. And ſo am I. 
Leon. I would fain know what you have to ſay. 
Verg. Marry, Sir, our Watch to night, excepting 
your worſhip's preſence. hath ta'en a couple of as ar- 
rant knaves as any in Meſſina. 
Dogb. A good old man, Sir; he will be talking, 
as they ſay ; when the age is in, the wit is out; God 


help us, it is a world to lee: well ſaid, i'faith, neigh. 


bour Verges, well, he's a good man; an two men ride 
an horſe. one muſt ride behind; an honeſt foul, 
i faith, Sir, by my troth he is, as ever broke bread, 


but God is to be worlhipp'd; all imen are not alike, 


alas, good neighbour ! 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too ſhort of you, 

| Dozb. Gifts, that God gives. 38 

Leon. I muſt leave you. . 

Dogb. One word, Sir; our Watch have, indeed, 
comprehended two auſpicious perſons ; and we would 
have them this morning examin'd before your wor: 
ſhip. 25 
7 Take tlieir examination yourſelf, and bring 
it me: I am no in great haſte, as may appear unto 

ou. 
l Dogb. It ſhall be ſuffigance. 
Leon. Drink ſome wine ere you go: fare you well. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. My lord, they ſtay for you to give your daug- 
ter to her huſband. | 
Leon. I'll wait upon them. I am ready. | Ex. Leon. 
Dogb. Go, good Partner, go get you to Francis Sea- 
cole, bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the jail; 
we are now to examine thoſe men. 
Verg. And we mult do it wiſely. 4 
Dogb. We will ſpare for no wit, I warrant; here's 
That ſhall drive ſome of them to a noncome. Only 
get the learned writer to ſet down our excommuni— 


cation, and meet me at the Jail, ** 
AC 


Ente 


ald 
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AQT IV. SCENE IL 


1 C Hu BR S 


? 


Enter D. Fedro, D. * Leonato, Sia, Claudio, 
Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice. 


14 


LEOVNATo. . 


OM E, friar Francis, be brief, on y to the plain 
form of marriage, ad you ſhalk {recount their 
particular duties afterwards. . 
Friar. You come hither, my Lord 
lady? * 
Claud. d; o. : - 
Leon. To be marry'd to her, ſriar, you come to 
marry hers 
Friar, Lady, you come hither to be marry'd to 
this Count ? = 
Hero. I do. 


to marry this 


Friar. If either of you know any award impedi- 


ment why, you ſhould not be conjoin . I charge you 
on your {Þuis. to utter it. ; 
aud. Know you any, Hero? 1 
Hero. None, my Lorag . 
Friar. Know you any, Count? 
Lean, I dare make his anſwer, non . 
Claud. O what men dare do! what 
what Men daily do! not knowing w g 
Bene. uh now? Interjections? why, then ſome 


be of laughing, as ha, ha, he! 
Claud. SYand thee by, friar: father, by your leave; 

Will you ith free and unconſtrained ſoul 

Give me this maid your daughter? 
Leon. As * ſon, as God did gi e her me. 
Vol. I. H 24 Claud. 
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Claud. And what have I to give you back, Whole 


worth 

May counterpoiſe this rich and precious gift? 

Pedro. Nothing, unleſs you render her again. 

Claud. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble thank. 

fulneſs: 

There, Leonato. take her back again; | 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend. 
She's but the ſign and ſemblance of her honour; 
Behold, how like a maid ſhe bluſhes here! 
O, what authority and ſhew of truth 
Can cunning fin cover itſelf withal ! 
Comes not that blood, as modeſt evidence, 
To witneſs ſimple virtue? would you not ſwear, 
All you that ſee her, that ſhe were a maid, 
By theſe exterior ſhews ? but ſhe is none: 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed; 
Her bluſh is guiltineſs, not modeſty, 

Leon. What do you mean, my Lord ? 

Claud. Not to be marry'd, 
Not knit my ſoul to an approved Wanton. 

Leon. Dear my Lord, if you in your own approo 
Have vanquiſh'd the reſiſtance of your youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity 


Claud. I know what you would ſay: if I har H 
Wit 

known her, 
You'll ſay, ſhe did embrace me as a huſband, 1 Cl 
And ſo extenuate the forehand lin. | | wh. 
No, Leonato, WI 


I never tempted her with word too large; 
But, as a brother to his ſiſter, ſhew'd 
Baſhful ſincerity, and comely love. 
Hero. And ſeem'd I ever otherwiſe to you? 
Claud. Out on thy ſeeming ! * IT will write againſt i 
You ſeem to me as Dian in her orb, 
As chaſte as is the bud ere it be blown: 


* I will write againſt it;] What? a Libel? Nonſenſe. We ſhow 
read, I will rate agarn/t it, i, e. rail or revile. | 
. by 
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have 
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But you! are more intemperate in mY; blood 


Than Venus, or thoſe pamper d animws 

That rage in ſavage ſenſuality. 
Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth ſpeak ſo wide? 
Leon. Sweet Prince, why f eak not you? 
Pedro. What ſhould 1 ſpeak ? 

I tand diſhonour'd, that have gone about 

To link ny dear friend to a common Stale.. 
Leon. Are theſe things ſpoken, or do I but dream? 
John. (ir, they are ſpoken, and theſe things are true. 

ene. his looks not like a — 
Hero. Nas! O God! if 
Claud. Leonato, ſtand I here? 4 

Is this the Prince? Is this the Prin e s Brother ? 

Is this face Hero's ? are our eyes ou; own ? 
Leon. All this is ſo; but what offthis, my lord? 
Claud. Let me but move one queſtion to your 

d: ughter, 10 

And, by chat fatherly and kindly po ver 

That you have in her, bid her anſwe truly. 
Leon. I charge thee do ſo, as thou 4*t my child. 
Hero. O God defend me, how am beſet 

What kind of catechizing call you th? 
Claud. Fo make you anſwer truly tà your name. 
Hero. IF it not Hero? who can blot Hat name 

With any juſt reproach ? . : \ 
Claud. Marry, that can Hero; 6 


| Hero herſeif can blot out Hero's virtue. 
| What man was he talk'd with you yeſt night 


Out at your window betwixt twelve and one? 
Now, if you are a maid, anſwer to this.. 

Hero. I talk'd with no man at that har: my' Lord, 
Pedro. y. then you are no maiden. Leonato, 

1 8 mult hear; upon mine Honour, 
Myſelf, my Brother, and this grieved Count 
Did ſee he, hear her, at that hour laſt niſ ht 
Talk with 1 ruthan at her chAnber-wind, | 3 
[ He * Who 
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Who hath. indeed, “like an Miberal villain, 
Confeſs'd the vile encounters they have had 
A thouſand times in ſecret. 
John. Fie, he, they are not to be nam'd, my Lord, 
Not to be ſpoke of; 3 
There is not chaſtity enough in language, 
Without offence, to utter them: thus, pretty lady, 
I am ſorry for thy much miſgovernment. 
Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadlt thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been plac'd 
About the thoughts and counſels of thy heart ? 
But fare thee well, moſt foul, moſt fair ! farewel 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity : 
For thee I'll lock up all the gates of love, 
And on my eyelids ſhall Conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm; 
And never ſhall it more be gracious. 
Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me? 
Beat. Why, how now, coulin, wherefore fink you 
down ? 
John. Come, let us go; theſe things, come thus 
to light. 
Smother her ſpirits up. | 
[Exeunt D. Pedro, D. John and Claud. 


SCENE. 


Bene. OW doth the lady? 
Beat. Dead, I think; help, uncle. 
Hero ! why, Hero! uncle! Signior Benedict! friar! 
Leon. O fate! take not away thy heavy hand; 
Death is the faireſt cover for her ſhame, 
That may be wiſh'd for. d 
Beat. How now, couſin Hero? 


Friar. Have comfort, Lady. | Whic 
Leon. Doſt thou look up? 3 Won 

* met like a liberal villain, ] We ſhould read, like an illiberal tle Who 
lain. i "Ep DIY - * 5 * 80 A i IV. 
4. — TOTES TD "i 4 7 5 A Lan: | 21h 


7, . 
* „ 
4 


ne? 
vou 
4/ 


thus 


aud, 


ral Uh 
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Leon: 


| The ſtory tat is printed in her ve 


For did I think, thou wouldſt not quickly die, 
Thought I, thy ſpirits were ſtronger ti an thy ſhames, 


| Strikeat t 


| Hath drops td few to waſh her clea | 


* 
— 
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Leon. Wherefore? why, dgth not / every earthly 
thin 65 


Cry ſhame pon her? could ſhe here eny 


Do not live, Hero, do not ope thine ęyes: 


on the rereward of rep paches 
life. Griev'd I, I had'but one? 
hat at frugal nature's fine? 
I've one tdp much by thee. Whymhad I one? 
Why ever Waſt thou lovely in my pes? 

Why had I not, with charitable ham, 

Took up a iieggar's iſſue at my gates? 

Who ſmeered thus, and mir'd with infamy, 

I might have ſaid, no part of it is mine; 

This ſhame derives itſelf from unknown loins : 
But mine, as mine I lov'd, as mine J Hrais'd, 
As mine that I was proud on, mine ; much, 
That I myſeif was to myſelf not min}, 
Valuing of hgr; why. ſhe, O, ſhe is fall'n 
Into a pit of Mk, that the wide ſea | 


Myſelt WO 


Chid I for 


again 3 RAS 
And ſalt too Httle, which may ſeaſo give 
To her foul t' inted fleſh ! 8 

Bene. Sir, { ir, be patient; 2 


For my bor am ſo attir d in wondgr, 


I know not what to ſay. ＋. 
Beat. O, of my foul, my couſin isFely'd. N 
Bene. Lady were you her bedfellow laſt night? 


Beat. No, truly, not; altho' until laſt night 
[ have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 
Leon. Confirm'd, confirm'd ! O, That is ſtronger 
made, 1 | 
Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron. 
Would the Wo Princes lie? and Ci udio lie? 
Who lov'd hr ſo, that, ſpeaking o her foulneſs, 
Waſh'd it with tears? hence from ker, let her die. 
Pt, 'F H 3 1 Triar. 
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Friar. Hear me a little. 

For I have only been filent ſo long. 

And given way unto this courle of fortune, 
| By noting of the lady. I have mark d 

A thouſand bluſhing apparitions 

To fart into her face; a thouſand innocent ſhame; 
In angel whitenels bear away thoſe bluſhes; 

And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire, 

To burn the errors that theſe Princes hold 
Againſt her maiden truth. Call me a fool, 

Truſt not my reading, nor my obſervations, 
Which with expemmental ſeal do warrant 

The tenour of my book; truſt not my age, 

My reverence, calling, nor divinfty, 

If this ſweet lady lie not guiltlels here 

Under ſome biting error. 

Leon. Friar, it cannot he; 

Thou ſeeſt, that all the grace, that ſhe bath left, 
Is, that ſhe will not add to her damnation 
A fin of perjury ; ſhe not denies it: 
Why ſeek'ſt thou then to cover with excuſe 
That, which appears in proper nakednels ? 
Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 
Hero. They know, that do accuſe me; I knov 
none: 
If I know more of any man alive, 
Than that which maiden modeſty doth warrant, 
Let all my ſins lack mercy! O my father, 
Prove you that any man with me convers'd 
At hours unmeet, or that I yeſternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Refuſe me, hate me, torture me to death. 
Friar, There is ſome ſtrange miſpriſion in tht 
Princes. 

Bene. Two of them have the very bent of honow, 
And if their wiſdom be mil-led in this, 
The Practice of it lives in John the baſtard, 
Whole ſpirits toil in frame of villames. 


105 


Lell. 


The virtue tha 


#1 


| Much Ado about Ne. | 151 
Leon. I know not: if they 1K. truth of her, 


Theſe hands ſhall tear her; if they yrong her honour, 

The proudeſt of them ſhall well h&ar of it. 

Time hath not yet ſo dry'd this blood of mine, 

Nor age to eat up my invention, h 

Nor fortune {ade ſuch havock of my means, 

Nor my bad Hfe reft me ſo much of friends, 

But they ſhalF find awak'd, in ſuch a kind, 

Both ſtrength«of limb, and policy of mind, 

Ability in means, and choice of friends, 

To quit me ol them throughly. | 
Friar. Pauſe a while, 1 

And let my counſel ſway you in this caſe, 

Your daughter here the Princes' geft for dead; 


Let her Nik 0 0 ſecretly kept ig, 


And publiſh itz that ſhe is dead, indeed: 
Maintain a mqarning oftentation?}' 
And on your iimily's old Monun - nt 
Hang mournfu; Epitaphs, and do]; M rites 


That appertain unto a burial. | [do ? 
Leon. What ſhall become of this what will this 
Friar. Marry, this. well carry'd, Mall on her behalf 


Change flandeyjto remorſe ;, that is ſome good: 

But not for 4 dream I on this ſtrange courſe, 

But on this trafel look for greater birth: 

She dying, as i muſt be ſo maintain'd, 

Upon the inſtar.t that ſhe was accus'd 

Shall be lamented, pity'd, and excug'd, 

Of every hearer : for it ſo falls out, 

That what we have we prize not to he worth, 

Whiles we enjoy it; but being lac{fd and loſt, 

Why, then we fack the value; the we find 
poſſeſſion would not ſhew us 

Whilſt it was Wars; ſo will it fare with Claudio: 

When he ſhall hear ſhe dy'd upon Fi words, 

Th' idea of hei Life ſhall ſweetly oycep 

Into his ſtudy (F imagination, 4 

And every lovely organ of her life, 


Shall 


4 
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Shall come appatel'd in more precious habit ; 
' More moving, delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye and proſpect of his foul, 

Than when {he liv'd indeed. Then ſhall he mourn, 
If ever love had intereſt in his liver, 

And with, he had not ſo accuſed her; 

No, though he thought his accuſation true : 
Let this be ſo, and doubt not, but ſucceſs 
Will faſhion the event in better ſhape 

Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all Aim but this-be levell'd falſe, 

The ſuppoſition of the lady's death 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy. 

And, if it ſort not well, you may conceal her, 
As beſt befits her wounded reputation, 

In ſome recluſive and religious lite, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the Friar adviſe you : 

And though, you know, my inwardneſs and love 
Is very much unto the Prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As ſecretly and juſtly as your ſoul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that I flow in grief, 

The ſmalleſt twine may lead me. 

Friar. Tis well conſented, preſently away ; 

For to ſtrange ſores, ſtrangely they ſtrain the cure. 
Come, lacy, die bee, this wedding day, 

Perhaps, is but prolong'd: have patience and 

— endure. ' _- | Exeunt, 


'SCENE III. 


Manent Benedick and Beatrice. 


Bene. ADV Beatrice, have you wept all this while! 
Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 
Bene. I will not deſire that. | 
Beat. You have no reaſon, I do it freely. 
| Bene. 


* 
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Bene. Surely I do beheve, yo fair couſin is 
wrong d. | 

Beat. Ah, ow much might t 6 
me. that would right her! f 

Bene. Is there any way to hew | 

Beat. A very even way, but no ſa 

Bene, May a man do it? u 

Beat. It is a Man's office, but nog yours. 

Bene. I do lobe nothing in the world ſo well as 
you; is not chat ſtrange? 41 

Beat. As ſtray, ge as the thing I no. not; it were 

as pollible for 5 to ſay, I loved vothing ſo well as 
nol 4 but belieSe me not; and yet l lie not; I con- 
teſs nothing, n or deny nothing.. IJ am ſorry for 
my couſin. | 

Bene. By myAword, Beatrice, thoy lov it me. 


Beat. Do not ſwear by it, and, oi it: 


man deſerve of 


Bene. I will {vear by it that yolylove me; and I 
will make him eat it. that ſays, I lobe not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With n$ ſauce that can be devis'd to it; I 

roteſt, I love tee. 

Beat. Why then, God forgive mes 

Bene. What o fence, ſweet Beatrice? 

Beat. You hape ſtay” d me in a happy hour; I was 
about to proteily I lov'd you. Vy 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart.“ 

Beat. I love you with lo much ol my heart, that 
none is left to proteſt. 

Bene. Come, hid me do any thinſor thee. 

Beat. Kill Clabtio. 

Bene. Ha! n«Gt for the wide daa 

Beat. Vou kill me to deny; fatewel. 

Bene. Tarry, ſweet Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, tho' I am here; there 1s no love 
in you; nay, I fray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice, * 


/ 


Beat. In laith, I will 1 


1 


1 
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Bene. We'll be friends firſt. a 
Beat. You dare eaſier be friends with me, than. c 
fight with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, 
that hath ſlander'd, ſcorn'd, diſhonour'd my kinſ— 
woman ! O, that I were a man! what! bear her in 
hand until they come to take hands, and then with 
public accuſation, uncover'd ſlander, unmitigated 
rancour— O God, that I were a man! I would eat x 
his heart in the market-place. | To 
Bene. Hear me, Beatrice. | 
Beat. Talk with a man out at a window? - a pro- 


E: 


per ſaying ! 
Bene. Nay, but Beatrice. | F 
Beat. Sweet Hero! ſhe is wrong'd, ſhe is ſlander d. tO « 
{ſhe is undone. 8 
Bene. Beat. — | exa! 
Beat. Princes and Counts! ſurely, a princely teſti- 7 
mony, a goodly count-comfed, a ſweet gallant, ſure- wha 
ly ! O thatI were a man for his ſake ! Or that I had B 
any friend would be a man for my ſake ! but man- 1 T 
hood is melted into curteſies, valour into compli— C0 
ment, and men are only turn'd into tongue, and Cons 
trim ones too; he is now as valiant as Hercules, that T; 
only tells a lie, and ſwears it: I cannot be a man maſt 
with wiſhing, therefore I will die a woman with Bo 
grieving. 50 | To 
Bene, Tarry, good Beatrice; by this hand, I love God 
thee. | | God. 
Beat. Uſe it for my love ſome other way than His pre 
{wearing by it. knave 
Bene. Think you in your ſoul, the Count Claudio how 7 
hath wrong d Hero? 5 Con 
Beat. Yea, as ſure as I have a thought or a ſoul. To. 


Bene. Enough, I am engag'd; I will challenge but I 
him, I will kils your hand, and lo leave you; by | firrah, 


this hand, Claudio ſhall render me a dear account; ¶ thoug 
| as 


N 
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as you hear of WM ſo think of me; go comfort your 
couſin; I mul; ſay, ſhe is dead, and fo farewel. 
1 1 


$ CENE IV. 
Changes to a Priſon. | Fl 


Enter Dogherr Verges, Borachio,z Conrade, the 
Ti own: Clerk and Sexton in 5 


7 0. Cl. TS our whole diſſembly appel r 'd? ton! 


Dogb. O, a ſtool and a cu 

Sexton. Which be the malefactors 

Verg. Marry, that am I and my Partner. 

Dogb. Nay, that's certain, we have the nne 
to examine. 1 7 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be 
examin'd ? let them come before maſter conſtable. 

To. Cl. Yea, gnarry, let them con e before me; 
what is your name, friend? . 

Bora. Borachv. 1 

To. Cl. Pray, write down, Borachio. Yours, Sirrah ? 

Conr. I am a gentleman, Sir, af my name is 
Conrade. 

To. Cl. Write down, maſter gentleman Conrate ; 
maſters, do you ferve God ? . 

Both. Vea, Sir, we hope. 3 


To. Cl. Write down, that they Fare ſerve 


on for the ſex- 


God: and write God firſt: for Go defend, but 
God ſhould go before ſuch villains Maſters, it 
is proved already that you are little b, tter than falſe 
knaves, and it will go near to be thou ht ſo ſhortly; 
how anſwer your yourſelves? Y | 

Conr. Marry, Sirs, we lay, we are ihne. 

To. Cl. A marvellous witty fellow, M aſſure you, 
but I will go about with him. Come you hither, 
lirrah, a word in your ear, Sir; I ſay to you, it is 
thought you are*both falſe knaves. 

| 4 | Bene. 
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Bora. Sir, I ſay to you, we are none. 

To. Cl. Well. ſtand aſide ; fore God. they are both 
in a tale; have you writ down, that they are none? 

Sexton. Maſter town-clerk, you go not the way to 
examine, you muſt call the watch that are their ac- 
caters. _-- 

To. Cl. Yea, marry, that's the defteſt way, let the 
Watch come forth ; maſters, I charge 2 in the 
Prince's name accile thele men. 


Enter Watchmen. 
1 Watch. This man ſaid, Sir, that Don John the 


Prince's brother was a villain. h 
To. Cl. Write down, Prince John a villain ; why 
this 1s flat perjury, to call a Prince's brother villain. 
Bora. Maſter town-clerk 
To. Cl. Pray thee, fellow, Peace; I do not like thy 
look, I promiſe thee. 
Sexton. What heard you him ſay elſe ? 
2 Watch. Marry, that he had receiv'd a thouſand 


ducats of Don John, for accuſing the lady Hero 


wrongfully. 
To. Cl. Flat burglary, as ever was 1 


Dogb. Yea, by th' maſs, tnat it is. 

Sexton, What elle, fellow? | 

1 Watch. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon 
tis words, to diſgrace Hero before the whole aflem- 


bly, and not marry her. 
To. Cl. O villain! thou wilt be cid into 


everlaſting redemption for this. 


” Sexton. What elſe? 


2 Hatch. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, maſters, than you can 
deny. Prince John is this morning ſecretly ſtoll'n 
away : Hero was in this manner accus'd, and in this 
very manner refus' d, and upon the orief of this ſud- 


denly * Maſter Conſtable, let theſe men be 
bound 


[ 


| 
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bond and brought to Leonato; I will go before, and 
ſhew him theig-examiyation. 4% 
Dogh. Comg, let them be opinr in d. 


* Sexton. Le | they be in hand. 

Conr. Off. Coxcomb. 

Dogb.' God's my life, 9 s th Sexton ? Jet him 
write down the Prince's officer Coxcomb: come, bind 
them, thou naughty varlet. | 

Conr. Awa n gere are an aſs, you are an als. 

Dogb. Doſt 47 not ſuſpect my place? doſt thou 
not ſuſpect my years? O, that he vere here to write 
me down an aſs)! but, maſters. rerſember, that I am 
an aſs; though it be not written own, yet forget 
not that I am an aſs; no, thou villain, thou art full 
of piety, as ſhall be provd upon thee by good wit- 
neſs; I am a wiſe fellow, and which is more, an 
officer; and which is mote, an houſholder; and 
which is more, as pretty a piece of fleſh as any in 
Aleſſina, and one that knows the law; go to, and a 
rich fellow enoutjh ; go to, and a fellow that hath 
had loſſes; and one that hath two gowns, and every 
thing handſome about him ; orgy him away; O, 


1 Exit. 


that I had been writ down an als !! — [ Exeunt. 
© | - 6 


ACT v. SCENE LIL 
"Sie Leonato's He: 


Enter Leonato and Antonio, 


ANTONIO. | = 


| 1 you go on thus, you will kill yourſelf; | 


And 'tis not wildom thus to ſecond grief 1 
Againſt yourſelf. | J Leon. 11 


* Sexton. Let them Ty in the fands of Coxcomb, ] So the Editions. 
Mr. Theobald gives the Words to Conrade, and Tays, But why the Sen- 
ton ſhould be ſo pert upon his Brother Officers, there * no Reaſon from 


any 


+ 


| / 
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Leon. I pray thee, ceaſe thy counſel, 
Which falls into mine ears as profitleſs 
As water in a ſieve; give not me counſel, 
Nor let no Comforter delight mine ear, 
But ſuch a one whoſe wrongs do ſuit with mine. 
Bring me a father, that ſo lov'd his child. 
Whoſe joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, 
And bid him ſpeak of patience : 
Meaſure his woe the length and breadth of mine. 
And let it anſwer every {train tor ſtrain : 
As thus for thus, and ſuch a grief for ſuch, 
In every lincament, branch, ſhape and form. 
Tf ſuch a one will ſmile and ſtroke his beard, 
And Sorrow waive: cry, hem! when ſhe ſhould groan; 
Patch grief with proverbs; make misfortune drunk 
With candle-waſters ; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience. 
But there is no ſuch man; for, brother, men 
Can counſel, and give comfort to that grief 
Which they themlelves not feel; but taſting it. 
Their counſel turns to paſſion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage; 
Fetter ſtrong madnels in a ſilken thread; 
Charm ach with air, and agony with words. 
No, no; tis all men's office to ſpeak patience 
To thoſe, that wring under the load of ſorrow; 
But no man's virtue, nor ſuſhciency, 
To be ſo moral, when he ſhall endure 


The like himſelf; therefore give me no counſel : 


My griets cry louder than advertiſement. 
Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 
Leon. I pray thee, peace; I will be fleſh and 
blood ; 


any ſuperior Qualifications in iim; or any ſuſpicion ke ſhews of knowing 


their Ignorance. This is ſtrange. The Sexton throughout ſhews as 


ood Senſe in their Examination as any Judge upon the Bench 
could do. And as to 448 Suſpicion of their Ignorance, he tells the Town- 

Clerk, That he goes not the Way to examine, | 
For 


”%%. @Þh@ tad 


A 


il 
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For there was never yet philoſoph:zr, 

That could endure the tooth-ach patiently ; 
* However they have writ the ſty of Gods, 
+ And made a pith at chance and; ſufferance. 

Ant. Yet bend notzall the harnyupon yourſelf: 
Make thoſe, that do &ftend you. Hffer too. 

Leon. There thou {}'eak'it realo — I will do ſo. 
My ſoul doth tell me; Hero is be | | 
And that ſhall Claudio know, ſo 9 the Prince; 
And all of them, that thus diſhonour her. 


SCENE) $22 


Enter Don Pedro, and "worm 


Ant. HERE comes the Prince nd Claudio haſtily. 
Pedro. Good den, goa den. 
Claud. Good day to:both ot y 
Leon. Hear you, myglords ? 
Pedro. We have ſom halte, Leonato. 
Leon. Some haſte, ny lord! well, fare you well, 
my lord. 

Are you ſo haſty now: > well, all 3k one. 

Pedro. Nay, do not — with us, good old man. 


Ant, If he could right himſelf . ich quarrelling, 

Some of us would lie low * 

aud. Who wrongs him? 8 
m 


Leon. Marry, thou dolt wrong thou diſſembler, 


thou ! / 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy: {word, 
I fear thee not. -f 
Claud. Marry, * my hand 
If it ſhould give your : ge ſuch cauſe of fear; 
In faith, my hand meant nothing & my ſword. 


* However they have writ the f ſtyle of Gods} This alludes to the 
extravagant Titles the Stoics gave their wile Man. | 


+ And made a fiſh at chanceſand ſufferance.] Alludes to their fa- 
mous Apathy. 8.4 " © 
[2 ; 1 Leon. 
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Leon. Tuſh, tuſh, man, never fleer and jeſt at me, * 
I ſpeak not like a dotard, nor a fool; 8 
As, under privilege of age, to brag oy 
What I have done being young, or what would do, N. 
Were I not old: know, Claudio, to thy head. 
Thou haſt ſo wrong'd my innocent child and me, | 
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by ; Ar 
And, with-grey hairs, and bruiſe of many days; Tt 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man; 1 


I ſay, thou haſt bely'd mine innocent child, 

Thy flander hath gone through and through her 
And ſhe lies bury'd with her anceſtors, heart; - 
O, in a tomb where never ſcandal flept. 


Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villany ! An 
Claud. My villany ? Sce 
Leon. Thine, Claudio; thine, I ſay, Thi 
*dro. You ſay not right, old man. Go 
Leon. My lord, my lord, | An: 
I'll prove it on his body, if he dare; = 
Deſpight his nice fence and his active practice, * 
His May of youth, and bloom of luſtyhood. L 
Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you. -D A 
Leon. Canſt thou ſo doffe me? thou haſt kill'd my 0 
child; 8 N 
{ If thou kill'ſt me, boy, thou ſhalt kill a man. 
| * Ant. He ſhall kill two of us, and men indeed; My 
| But that's no matter, let him kill one firſt; moon 
| | 1. 
'1 * Ant. He ſhall kiil dus of us, &c.] This Brother Anthony is the Li 
4 trueſt Picture imaginable of human Nature. He had aſſumed the Pe 
Character of a Sage to comfort his Brother, o'erwhelm'd with Grief . 
0 for his only Daughter's Affront and Diſhonour; and had leverely * 
| reproved him for not commanding his Paſſion better on ſo trying an | 
| Occaſion, Yet, immediately after this, no ſooner does he begin to 
| ſuſpect that his Age and Valour are lighted, but he falls into the moſt * uv 
intemperate Fit of Rage himſelf : and all his Brother can do or lay the Sp 
is not of power to paciſy him. This is copying Nature with a Pe- of the 
netration and ExaQneſs of Judgment peculiar to Shakeſpear. As to them 
the Expreſſion, too, of his Paſſion, nothing can be more highly wrote - 
painted, 133 | talizin, 


6 Win 


And ſhe is dead, flander'd to death by villains, 
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Win me and wear me, let him anſo& me: 
Come, follow me, boy; come, boy, follow me; 
Sir boy, Ill whip you from yourToining fence; * 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 
Leon. Brother. Neice; 
Ant. Content yourſelf; God knows, I lovd my 
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That dare as well anſwer a man, indeed, 
As I dare take a ſerpent by the torgue. 
Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milkſe ps f 
Leon. Brother Anthony— : 
Ant. Hold you content; whaty min ? I know 
them, yea, ; 
And what they weigh, even to th$ 
Scambling, out-facing, faſhion-mo gring boys, 
That lie, and cog. and flout, depraj.e and ſlander, 
Go unticly, and ſhow an outward F deouſneſs, 
And ſpeak off half a dozen dangerous words. 
How they might hurt their enemieſ if they durſt; 
And this is all. 
Leon. But, brother Anthony, — 
Ant. Come; * tis no matter; 
Do not you medle, let me deal in this. | 
Pedro. Gentlemen both, * we will not wrack your 
patience, 9 
My heart is ſorry fon our FRG! death; 
But, on my Honour, lhe was charg g withothing 1 
But what was true, and very full 09 roof. = 
Leon. My lord, my lord $i F | 14 
Pedro. L will ot hear you. } | 11 
Leon. No! come, brother, away, A will be heard. 14 
Ant. And hal, or ſome of us will ſmart for it. 1 | 
| Exeunt ambo. — 


* we roi not wake Jour patience,]} This conv 1 a Sentiment that 
the Speaker would by no Means have implied, That the Patience 
of the two Old Men was not exerciſed, but allet „ which upbraids 
them for Inſenſibility under their Wrong. S/-k-ſþcar mult have 
wrote -— — He will e wrack, i. e. deſtroy yop Patience by tan- 


talizing you. 
7 SCENE 


FIG 


8 © 
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EN III. 


Enter Benedick. 


Pedro. O EF. ſee, here comes the man we went to 
ſeek. | 
(Claud. Now. Signior, what news? 

Bene. Good day, my lord. | 

Pedro. Welcome, Signior; you are almoſt come 
tq part almoſt a fray. | 

Jau. We had like to have had our two noſes 
ſnapt off with two old men without teeth. 

Pedro. Leonato and his brother; what think'ſt thou? 
had we fought, I doubt, we ſhould have been too 
young for them. | 

Bene. In a falſe quarrel there is no true valour : I 
came to ſeek you both. | 

Claud, We have been up and down to ſeek thee; 
for we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain 
have it beaten away : wilt thou uſe thy wit ? 

Bene. It is in my ſcabbard ; ſhall I draw it ? 

Pedro. Doſt thou wear thy wit by thy ſide? 

Claud. Never any did fo, though very many have 
been belide their wit. I will bid thee draw, as we 
do the minſtrels ; draw, to pleaſure us 

Pedro, As I am an honeſt man, he looks pale: art 
thou ſick or angry? | 

Claud. What! courage, man: what tho' care kill'd 
a cat, thou haſt mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Bene. Sir, I ſhall meet your wit in the career, if 
you charge it againſt me. —I pray you, chuſe an- 
other ſubject. | 

Claud. Nay, then give him another ſtaff; this laſt 
was broke crols. | | 

Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more: 
I think, he be angry, indeed. 

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 


Bene. Shall I ſpeak a word in your ear” 
Claud. 


e. 


id, 
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Claud. God bleſs me from a challenge! 
Bene. You are a villain; I jeit not. I will make. 
it good how you dare, with what you dare, and when 
you dare, Do me right, or I will proteſt your cow- 
ardiſe. You have kill'd a ſweet ladys and her death 
hall fall heavy on you. Let me heir from you. 
Claud. Well, I will meet you, ſo ] may have good 
. \ 
Pedro. wr. at, a feaſt? 
Claud. faith. I thank him; he 
calves-head and a capon, the whats 
molt curiouſly, ſay, my knife's naug 
find a woodcock too? 
Bene. SirSyour wit ambles well; il goes eaſily, 
Pedro. I' tell thee, how Beatrice | rais'd thy wit 
the other day: I ſaid, thou hadſt a ljne wit; right, 


5 | 
pth bid me to a 
I do not carve 


Shall I not 


_ ſays the, a Lne little one; no, ſaid F a great wit; 


Juit, ſaid ſhe, a great groſs one; na ſaid I, a good 
wit ; juſt, ſaid ſhe, it hurts no body ; nay, ſaid I, 
the gentleman 1 is wiſe; certain, ſaid N . a Wiſe gen- 
tleman; nay, ſaid I. be hath the epgues: that I 
believe, cave for he ſwore a thing! o me on Mon- 
day night, hich he forſwore on Tue, e Zay morning; 


there's a do ble tongue, there's two tg gues. Thus 


did ſhe an hour together trans-ſhape hy particular 
virtues; yet, at laſt, ſhe concluded h a ſigh, thou 
walt the propereſt man in 1taly. * 

Claud. For the which ſhe wept hea! fly and ſaid, 
ſhe car'd not. 

Pedro. Yea, that ſhe did; but yet ig; : all that, and 
if the did nþ$t hate him deadly. hne ver bars. him 
dearly; the old man's daughter told us all. | 

Claud. Al, all; and moreover. Goff « ſaw him when 
he was hid in the garden. | 4 

Pedro. But when ſhall we ſet the ſavage bull's 
horns on the ſenſible Benedick's head? * 

Claud. Vea, and text underneath, * dwells 
Benedick thi! married man, 

| Bene. 
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Bene. Fate you well, boy, you know my mind; 
I will leave you now to your gollip-lixe humour; 
you break jeſts as braggars do their blades, which, 
God be thank'd, hurt not. My lord, for your many 
courteſies I thank you; I muſt diſcontinue your 
company ; your brother, the baſtard, is fled from 
Meſſma; you have among you killed a ſweet and in- 
nocent lady. For my lord lack-beard there. he and 
I ſhall meet; and till then peace be with him! 
Exit Benedick. 
Pedro. He is in earneſt. 
Claud. In moſt profound earneſt, and, I'll warrant 
ou, for the love of Beatrice. 

Pedro. And hath challeng'd thee? 

Claud. Moſt fincerely. | 

Pedro. * What a pretty thing man 1s, when he goes 
in his doublet and hoſe, and leaves off his wit! 


I. 


Enter Dogberry, Verges, Conrade and Borachio 
guarded, 
TE is then a giant to an ape; but then 1s 
an ape a doctor to ſuch a man. 
Pedro. But, ſoft you, let me ſee, pluck up my 


Claud. 


fled ? | 

Dogh. Come, you, Sir; if juſtice cannot tame you, 
ſhe ſhall ne'er weigh more reaſons in her balance; 
nay, an you be a curling hypocrite once, you mult 


be look'd to. 
Pedro. How now, two of my brother's men bound? 


Borachio, one? 


* What a pretty thing man is, when. he goes in his doublet and hoſe, and 
leaves off his wit !] It was eſteemed a Mark of Levity and Want of 
Lecoming Gravity, At that Time, to go in the Doublet and Hoſe, and 
leave off the Cloak, to which this well turn'd Expreſſuun alludes. The 
Thouglt is, that Love makes a Man as ridiculous, and expoſes him 


as naked as being in the Doublet and Hoſe without a Cloak. 


| | | Claud. 


heart and be ſad; did he not ſay, my brother was 


y 


+ | "= * 8 
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Claud. Hearken after their otence, 1 lord. 
dro. Officers, what offence have theſe men done? 

Dogh. Marry, Sir, they have comy itted falſe re- 
port; moreover, they have ſpoken ui;jtruths; ſecon- 
darily, they are flanders; ſixth an; laſtly, they 
have belyyd a lady; thirdly. they ba 5e verify d un- 
juſt ro. and, to conclude, they at; lying knaves. 

Pedro. Firſt, I alx thee what thi have done; 
thirdly, : alk thee what's their office; ſixth and 
laſtly, why they are committed; a 4, to conclude, 
what you lay to their charge ? 

Claud, Rightly reaſon'd and in hg own diviſion; 


and. by my troth, there's one meangag well ſuited. 


Pedro. 
are thus 
ſtable is th 
offence ? 

Bora. S veet Prince, let me go * to mine 
anſwer: do you hear me, and let this. Count kill me: 
| have deceiv'd even your very eyes? what your wiſ- 
doms could not diſcover; theſe ſha low fools have 
brought to light, who in the niglgt overheard me 
confeſſing to this man, how Don J your brother 
incens'd ie to ſlander the lady Hero] how you were 
brought. 11;to the orchard, and ſai me court Marga- 
ret in Herd garments; how you diſg rac d her, when 
you ſhould; marry her; my villany hey have upon 
record. WW ich I had rather ſeal with my death, than 
repeat ovgr to my ſhame; the lad) is dead upon 
mine and My maſter's falſe accuſatien; and briefly, 
I dehre nothing but the reward of villain. | 

Pedro. Runs not this ſpeech like ir through your 

blood? 

Claud. I have drunk poiſon, while! e utter'd it, 

Pedro. Bat did my brother ſet thee on to this ?” 

Bora. Len, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 

Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd f treachery; 
And fled le is upon this villany. Ex 

2 9 | 1 CG! aud. 


Whom have you offended, maſters, that you 
bund to your anſwer? This learned con- 


cunning to be _— What's your 


* 
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Claud. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth appear 


In the rare ſemblance that I lov'd it firſt. 


Dogb. Come, bring away the Plaintiffs; by this 


time, our Sexton hath reform'd Signior Leonato of 
the matter; and maſters do not forget to ſpecify, 
when time and place ſhall ſerve, that I am an aſs. 


Verg. Here, here.comes maſter Signior Leonato, and 


the Sexton too. 
SCENE v. 
Enter Leonato and Sexton. 


HIC H isthe villain ? let me ſee his eyes; 

That when I note another man like him, 
I may avoid him; Which of theſe is he? 

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look on 


Leon. 


me. 
Leon. Art thou, art thou the ſlave, that with thy 


breath 
Haſt kill'd mine innocent child ? 
Bora. Yea, even I alone. 
Leon. No, not ſo, villain; thou bely'ſt thyſelf ; 
Here ſtand a pair of honourable men, 
A third is fled. that had a hand in it: 
I thank you, Princes, for my daughter's death; 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds ; 
"Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 
Claud. I know not how to pray your patience, 
Yet I mult ſpeak: chuſe your revenge yourlelf; 
Impoſe me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my lin; yet ſinn'd I not, 
But in miſtaking. 
Pedro. By.my ſoul, nor I; 
And yet. to ſatisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight, 


— 


That he'll enjoyn me to. 
| Leon. 
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Leon. You cannot bid my daughter live again, 
That were impollible ; ; but, I pray you both, 
Poſſeſs the People in Meſſina here 
How inngcent ſhe dy'd; and if your, love 
Can lab@ur aught in ſad invention, 

Hang he* an Epitaph upon her tomb, 
And fing+it to her bones; ling it to- icht: 


To- morrew morning come you to m houſe, 
And ſince you could not be my ſong law, . 
Be yet my nephew; my brother hathza daughter, 


Almolt the copy of my child that's 
And ſhe lone is heir to both of us; 
Give herthe Right you ſhould have giyen her Coulin, 
And ſo dies my revenge. 


Claud. O noble Sir! | 
Your over-kindneſs doth wring tears from me: 

I do embrace your offer; and diſpoſe 

For hencgforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon. Fo-morrow then I will exped four Coming, 
To-night take my leave. This naugh Wy man 
Shall face to face be brought to ble e 
Who, I believe, was pack'd in all this Jong, 
Hir'd to it by your brother. * 

Bora. No, by my ſoul, ſhe was not; 
Nor knew, not what ſhe did, when ſhe ſppke to me. 
But alwags hath been juſt and virtuous” 
In any thing that I do know by her. ij: 

Dogb. Moreover, Sir, which indeed-is not under 
white and\black, this plaintiff here, Wh e offender, did 
call me alj: I beſeech you, let it be*'remember'd in 
his puniſhment; and alſo the watch heard them talk 


of one Deformed : they lay, he wears a ke ty in his car, 
| and 


* he wear ley in his car, and a lock "RE by it; * borrous money * 
in God's name. There could not be a pleaſanter Rigicule on the Fa- 
ſhion, than t ie Conſtable's Deſcant on his own Blu 
the Conſpirators ſatyrize the faſhion; Whom they tx 
lirnamed, Deformed. This the Conſtable applies 


d, 
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and a lock hanging by it; and borrows money in 


God's name, the which he hath us'd fo long, and ne- O 
ver paid, that now men grow hard-hearted, and will 
lend nothing for God's ſake. Pray you, examine him If 
upon that point. tl 

Leon. I thank thee ſor thy care and honeſt pains. 

Dogb. Your Worſhip ſpeaks like a moſt thankful I 
and reverend youth; and I praiſe God for you. 

Leon. There's for thy pains. m 

Dogb. God ſave the foundation ! 

Lo Go, 1 diſcharge thee of thy priſoner; and I w] 
thank thee. 

Dogb. I leave an errant knave with your Worſhip, a \ 
which, I belecch your Worſhip, to correct yourlelf, thi 
for the example of others. God keep your Worſhip: = 

I wiſh your Worſhip well: Godreſtore you to health: ou 
I humbly give you leave to depart; and ifga merry 
meeting may be will d, Gon prohibit it. Come, the 
neighbour. { Exeunt, pol 

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, Lords, farewel. , 

Ant. Farewel, \«& Lords; we 00k tor you to-mor- _ 
row. 

Pedro. We will not fail. 1 

Claud. To night I' mourn with Hero. Piti, 

Leon. Bring you theſe fellows on, we ll talk with 111g, 

Margarct. ploy 
How her acquaintance grew with 4 lewd fellow. Lan 
| | Exeunt ſeverally. "= 
ver 
8 . love 
Changes to Leonato's Houſe. [ ER 
i | cent 
Enter Benedick, and Margaret. fool, 


„„ thee, ſweet Miſtreſs Margaret, deſerve 1 
well at my hands, by helping me to the I ,, 
ſpeech of Beatrice. | 


cal Faſhions of that Time, the Men's wearing Rings in, their Ears, 
and indulging a favourite Lock of Hair which was brought before, 
and tied with Ribbons, and called a Leve-!ect, 


Marg. 
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Marg. Wall you then write me a {#nnet in praiſe 
of my beauty? ; 


Bene. n ſo high a ſtyle, Margaret, that no man 
living ſh: ll come over it; for, in mol comely truth, 
thou deſexveſt it. 

Marg. To have no Man come over ne? why ſhall 
I always Keep above ſtairs? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as t 
mouth, iþ catches. | 

Marg. And yours as blunt as the# 
which hi,, but hurt not. | 

Bene. A moſt manly wit, Margaret, it will not hurt 


d greyhound's 


encer's foils, 


a woman; and ſo, I pray thee, call Beatrice ; I give 


thee the bucklers. 

| Marg. Give us the fwords ; ; WE hay e bucklers of 
our own 8 

Bene. Ikyou uſe them, Margaret, ya * put in 


the pikes With a vice, and they are d#ngerous wea- 
pons for Paids. | 

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, I 
think, hath legs. Exit Margaret. 


Bene. 
of love, that ſits above, and knows me, and knows'me, how 
pitiful 14 ſerve, I mean, in ſinging; but in loy- 
ing. Leander the good ſwimmer, Troilus the firſt em- 


| ployer of »andars, and a whole hook, fu] of theſe guon- 


/am carpe;-mongers, whoſe names yetjrun ſmoothly 
in the even road of a blank verſe; why, hey were ne- 
ver ſo truly turn d over and over, as m poor ſelf, in 
love z marry, I cannot ſhew it in rhime; 11 have try d; 
I can find out no rhime to lady but bg, an inno- 
cent's rhime; for ſcorn, horn, a hard rhype; for ſchool, 
fool, a babhing rhime; very ominous; Endings; no, 
| was not Hbrn under a rhiming planet? tor I cannot 
woo in * terms. 


* — 
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ad therefore will come. [Sings.] The God 
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SCENE VII. 


Enter Beatrice. 


Sweet Beatrice, would'ſt thou come when I call thee? 

Beat. Yea, Signior, and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O, ſtay but 'till then. 

Beat. Then, is ſpoken; fare you well now ; and yet 
ere I go, let me go with that I came for, which is, with 
knowing what hath paſt between you and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words, and thereupon I will kiſs 
' thee. | 
Beat. Foul words are but foul wind, and foul wind 
is but foul/breath, and foul breath is noiſome; there- 
fore I will depart unkiſt. 

Bene. Thou haſt frighted the word out of its right 
ſenſe, ſo forcible 1s thy wit; but, I muſt tell thee 
plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge; ; and either 
I muſt ſhortly hear from him, or I w ill ſubſcribe him 
a coward; and I pray thee, now tell me, for which 
of my bad parts didit thou Gel fall in love with me? 
Beat. For them all together; which maintain'd ſo 
politic a ſtate of evil. that they will not admit an 
good part to intermingle-with them, but for which 
of my good parts did you firſt ſuffer love lor me? 
Bene. Suffer love! a good epithet: I do ſuffer 
love, indeed, for I love thee againſt my will. 

Beat. In ſpight of your heart, I think; alas! poor 
heart, if you ſpight it for my fake, I will ſpight it 
for yours; for I will never love that, which my friend 
hates. 

Bene. Thou and I are too wile to woo peaceably. 
Beat, It appears not in this confeſhon ; there's 
not one wile man among twenty that will praiſe him- 
ſelf. 

Bene. An old, an old inſtance, Beatrice, that liv'd 
in the time of good neighbours; if a man do not 
erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he ſhall 
live 


Ente 
Claus 


* 
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live no longer in monuments, than the bells ring, 


and th idow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think you ? : 

Bene. Queſtion ?—why, an hour n clamour, and 
a quarter in rheum; therefore it 14 moſt expedient 
for the ' viſe, if Don worm (his cogſcience) find no 
impedim ent to the contrary, to be the trumpet, of 
his own. virtues, as I am to myſelf; ſo much for 
praiſing myſelf; who, I myſelf will hear witneſs, is 
praiſe- 6 ind and now tell me, ho doth your 


Couſin? bf 


Beat. Very ill. =” 
Bene. And how do you? 4 
Beat. * ery ill too. f 9 


Bene. Serve God, love me, and me id; there will 
leave yqu too, for here comes one i haſte. 


* 


Enter Urſula, F 


2 1 


Urſu. N dam, you muſt come to your uncle; yon- 
der's old toil at home; it is proved, Iny lady Hero 
hath beek falſely accus'd; the Prince and Claudio 
mightily bus'd; and Don Join i is the author of all. 
who is fle and gone: will you come preſently ? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news, Signior ? 

Bene. I will live in thy eyes, die in thy lap, and 
be bury'd in _ heart; and moreover bes go with 
thee to th [Exeunt. 


CY 2 changes to a CHURCH, 
Enter Don Pedro, "Claudio, and Attendants with tapers 


Claud. I* Shhis the monument of Leonato? 
Fttepd. It 1s, my lord, a 


10 E PITAPH, 


/ 
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„„ £36, 


Done to death by flanderous tongues 
Was the Hero. that here lies: 
Death, in guerdon of her wrongs, 
Gives her fame which never dies. 
So the life; that dy'd with ſhame, 
Lives in death with glorious fame, 
Hang thou there upon the tomb, 
Praiſing her when I am dumb. 


Claud. Now muſic ſound, and ſing your ſolemn 
hymn. 


. 


Pardon, Goddeſs of the night. 
Thoſe that ſlew thy virgin knight; 
For the which, with ſongs of woe, 
Round about her tomb they go. 
Midnight, aſſiſt our moan; 
Help us to ſigh and groan 
Heavily, heavily: 
Graves, yawn and yield your dead, 
Till death be ultered, 
Heavily, heavil). 


Claud. Now unto thy bones good night! 
Yearly will I do this Right. 
Pedro. Good morrow, maſters, put your torches out: 
The wolves have prey d; and, look, the gentle 
da 
Before — wheels of Phebus, round about 
Dapples the drouſy eaſt with ſpots of grey: 
Thanks to you all, and leave us; fare you well. 
Claud. Good morrow,. maſters; each his ſeveral 
wa 
Pedro. Come, letus hence, and put on other weeds: 
And then to Leonato's we will go. 


Claus 


Fro 


In 
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Claud. 


nd Hymen now with luckier ue ſpeed's, 
Than this for whom we render d up. tFis woe! 
1 [ Exeunt. 


\SCENE IX. 


5 — 
Changes to Leonato's Houſe® 


Enter Leoihuo Benedick, Margaret, Urſula, Antonio, 
* Friar, and Hero. 


Friar. 1D I not tell you, ſhe was it hocent : 5 


accus'd her, 

b the &Fror that you heard deba 

But Margaret was in ſome fault for this; 

Although againſt her will, as it Won, | 

In the true courſe of all the queſtio 
Ant. Wel; J am glad, that all thin ys ſort ſo well. 
Bene. And ſo am I, being elſe by fü ith enforc' d 

ung Claudio to a reckoning for it. En 
|, Daughter, and you ge compre: all, 

Withdraw |} to a chamber by yourſ | 

And when ſend for you, come hither maſk d: 

The Prince ind Claudio promis'd by this hour 

To viſit me; you know your office, brother, 

You mult be father to your brother's daughter, 

And give her to young Claudio. | Exeunt Ladies. 
Ant. Which I will do with confirm'd countenance. 
Bene. Friaf, I mult intreat your pains, I think. 
Friar. To do what, Signior? 1 4 
Bene. To bind me, or undo me, oi e of them: 

Signior Leongto, truth it is, good Si, nior, 

Your neice * me with an eye & favour. 


Leon. So are the Prince ana Claudio, who 
F 


Leon. That eye my daughter legt her, tis moſt 
; true. 
Bene. And [ do with an eye of lot > requite her. 

Leon. The ſight whereof, I think, . had from me, 


From Claudio and the Prince; but Wat's your will? 
4 13 8 Bene. 


* 
1 
1 


„ Much Ado about Nothing. 


| Bene. Your anſwer, Sir, 1s enigmatical ; 

But for my will, my will is, your good will 

May ſtand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd 

I' th ſtate of honourable marriage; 

In which, good Friar, I ſhall deſire your help. | 
Leon. My heart 1s with your liking. | 
Friar. And my help. 


SB NE XxX. 
| Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. with Auendants. 
| | Pedro. O OD morrow to this fair aſſembly. 
| 


dd... 


Leon. Good morrow, Prince ; good mor- 


. vt 
is row, Claudio, 0 
tt We here attend you; are you yet determin'd £ 
' To day to marry with my brother's daughter ? 
Claud. I'll hold my mind, were ſhe an Ethiope. 
Leon. Call her forth, brother, here's the Friar ready. 

[Exit Antonio. 


Pedro. Good morrow, Benedict; why, what's the M 
1 I 
That you have ſuch a Febrrary-face, | M 
So full of froſt, of ſtorm and cloudineſs ? At 


Claud. I think, he thinks upon the ſavage bull: 
Tuſh, fear not! man, we'll tip thy horns with gold, 
And ſo all Europe ſhall rejoice at thee; 

As once Europa did at luſty Jove, 


When he would play the Ker beaſt in love. 4 

Bene. Bull Jove, Sir, had an amiable low, (la 

And ſome ſuch ſtrange bull leapt your father's cow; 4 

And got a calf, in that ſame noble feat, , 

Much like to you; for you have jult his bleat. . 1 

SCENE XI. 1 

Enter Antonio, with Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, and E 

Urſula, maſk'd, E 

Claud. F OR this I owe you; here come other reck- b 
nings. 


Wii is the 1 I muſt ſeize upon ? Ant. 


/ 


Sa * 


1 
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Ant. This nates is the, and I do“ ive you her. 
Claud. Why, then ſhe's mine; S eet, let me ſee 
your! lace. 
Leon. that you ſhall not, 
band 
Before this Eriar, and ſwear to marry her. 
Claud. Gi me your hand ; before this holy Friar, 
am your hi band if you like of me. 
Hero. And when I liv' d, I was you other oth, 
| Z; [Unmaſking. 
And when you lov'd, you were my yther huſband. 
Claud. Andther Hero? kb 
Hero, Nothing certainer. 
One Hero dyid defil'd, but I do live 
And, ſurely, xs I live, I am a maid. 
Pedro. The former Hero! Hero, tha is dead! 
Leon. She dy d. my lord, but wh * her ſlander 
liv'd. 
Friar, All this amazement can I ality. 
When, after hat the holy rites are Ended, ' 
I'll tell thee largely of fair Hero's d 
Mean time leEwonder ſeem familiag* 
And to the chipel let us preſently. F 
Bene. Soft and fair, friar, Whictr is Beatrice? 
Beat. 1 anſwer to that name; what j 7 your will? 
Bene. Do not you love me? 
Beat. Why, mo, no more than real on. 
Bene. Why, then your Uncle, and the Prince, and 
Claudio, have been deceiv'd; they ſu ore, you did. 
Beat. Do not you love me? 
Bene. Troth, mo, no more than reaſon. 
Beat. Why, then my Couſin, Magaret and Urſula, 
Have been dectiv'd ; for they did ſyear, you did. 
Bene. They { vore, you were almof ſick for me. 
Beat. They ſwore, you were well-n| zh dead for me. 
Bene. Tis no matter; then you dy not love me? 
Beat. No, truly, but in friendly rHompence. 


Go ; I 4 4 Leon. 


vill you cake her 
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Leon. Come, Couſin, I am ſure, you love the gen- 

tleman. 

Claud. And I'll be 8 upon t, that he loves her; 
For here's a paper written in his hand. 

A halting ſonnet of his own pure brain, 
Faſhion'd to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here's another, 

Writ in my Couſin's hand, ſtolen from her pocket, 
Containing her allection unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle! here's our own hands againſt our 
hearts: come, I will have thee; but, by this light, I 
take thee for pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you; but, by this good 
day, I yield upon great perſuaſion, and partly to 
fave your life; for as I was told, you were in a con- 
ſumption. I 


Bene, Peace. I will ſtop your mouth. 


TKiſfing her, 

Pedro. How doſt thou. Benedick. the married man? 

Bene. I'll tell thee what, Prince; a College of wit— 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour: doſt 
tho: think, I care for a ſatire, or an epigram? no: 
if a man wall be heaten with brains, he ſhall wear no- 
thing handſome about him; in brief, ſince I do 
purpoſe to marry, I will think nothing to any pur- 
pole that the world can ſay againſt it; and therefore 
never flout at me, for what I have ſaid againſt it; for 
man is a giddy thing, and this is my concluſion Þ 
for thy part, Claudio, I did think to have beaten thee; 
but in that thou art like to be my kinſman, live un- 
bruis'd, and love my couſin. 

Claud. I had well hoped, thou wouldit have denied 
Beatrice, that I might have cudgell'd thee out of thy 
ſingle life, to make thee a double dealer; which, out 
of queſtion, thou wilt he, if my Couſin do not look 
exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends; let's have a 

Dance 


of 
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Dance ere we. are marry'd, that w may nn our 
own hearts, and our wives heels. % 
Leon. We' [Fhave dancing afterwards. 
Bene. Firſt, o' my word; therefore, play, muſic. 
Prince, thou art ſad, get thee a wife, get thee a wife; 


there is no ſtaff more reverend than one tipt with 
horn. | 


_ 


7 Enter Meſſenger. 


"I. 


Meſſ. My Lord, your brother Jolu is ta'en in flight, 
And brought with armed men bag k#*to Meſſina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow : I'll de- 
viſe thee braye puniſhments for m. Strike up, 
Pipers. 8 | Dance. 

Exeunt omnes. 


A 
; 
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Selene 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 


DUKE of Venice. 
Morochius, a Mooriſh Prince, 
Prince of Arragon, 
Anthonio, the Merchant of Venice. 

Baſſanio, his Friend, in love with Portia. 

Salanio, | | 
Solarino, Friends to Anthonio and Baſlanio. 
Gratiano, | 
Lorenzo, in love with Jeſſica. 

Shylock, a Jew. - 

Tubal, a Jew, his Friend. 

Launcelot, a Clown, Servant to the Jew. 

Gobbo, an old Man, Father to Launcelot. 
Leonardo, Servant to Baſlanio. 

Balthazar, 
Stephano, 


Suiters to Portia. 


Servants to Portia. 


Portia, an Heireſs of great Quality and Fortune. 
Neriſſa, Confident to Portia. 
Jeſſica, Daughter to Shylock. 


Senators of Venice, Officers, Jailer, Servants and other 
Attendants. 


SCENE, partly at Venice; and partly at Belmont, 
| the Seat of Portia upon the Continent. 


THE 


MERCHANT r of VENICE. 


* 


— 


rr SCENE © 


A Street m Venice, 
Enter Anthonio, Solarino, ard Salanio. 


ANTHONIO. 


I N ſooth, I know not why I am f ſo ſad: 

It wearies me; you ſay, it weg ies you; 
But how I caught i it, found it, or Þme by it, 
What ſtuff *tis made of, whereof i i is born, 
am to learn 
And ſuch à want-wit ſadneſs makes of me, 
That I have much ado to know myſelf. 

Sal. Your mind is toſſing on th&ocean ; 
There, where your * Argoſies with portly Sail, 
Like figniors and rich burghers on the flood, 
Or as it were the pageants of the Sea, 

Do over-peer the petty (heme | 


That curtſy to them, do them revere ace, 
As they fly by them withtheir woven wings. 
Sola. Believe me, Sir, hd I ſuch Venture forth, 
The better part of my affdctions WO | 
Be with my hopes abroad. I ſhoulq́; be ſtill 
Plucking the graſs, to know where lit the wind; 
Peering in maps for ports, and peers, nd roads; 
And every object, that might make mi fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doit, 
Would make me ſad. | 


* Argoſy, a Ship from Argo. N 
| : 


Mr. Pope. 
Sal, 
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Sal. My wind, cooling my broth, 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at ſea. 
I ſhould not ſee the ſandy hour-gloſs run, 
But I ſhould think of ſhallows and of flats; 
And ſee my wealthy Andrew dock'd in ſand, 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs, 
To kiſs her burial. Should J go to church, 
And ſee the holy edifice of ſtone, 
And not bethink me ſtrait of dang'rous rocks ? 
Which, touching but my gentle veſſel's fide, 
Would ſcatter all the ſpices on the ſtream, 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my ſilks; 
And in a word, but even now worth this, 
And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought 


To think on this, and ſhall I lack the thought, 


That ſuch a thing, bechanc'd, would make me ſad? 
But tell not me; I know, Anthonio 
Is fad to think upon his merchandize. 
Anth. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom truſted, 
Nor to one place; nor is my whole eſtate 
Upon the fortune of this preſent year: 
Therefore, my merchandize makes me not ſad. 
Sola. Why then you are in love. 
Anth. Fie, he! | 
Sola. Not in love neither! then let's ſay, you're ſad, 
Becauſe you are not merry; and 'twere as eaſy 
For you to laugh and leap, and ſay, you're merry, 
Becauſe you are not ſad. Now by two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath fram'd ſtrange fellows in her time: 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper; 
And others of ſuch vinegar-aſpect, 


That 


* —— Now by two-headed Janus,] Here Shakrſpear ſhews his Know- 
ledge in the antique. By two-keaded Janus is meant thoſe antique 


bifrontine Heads, which generally repreſent a young and ſmiling 
A Face 


— Wwe 


— 
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That they'll not ſhow their teeth i in way of ſmile, 
Though Neſtor ſwear, theyeſt be laughable. 


Enter Baſſanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiano. 


Sal. Here comes Baſſanio, your moſt aoble kinſman, 
Gratiano and Lorenzo: FI ye well; 


. 
* 
1 


We leave ye now with better comp; y. 
Sola. I would have ſtaid ? till I had ade you merry. 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 


Anth. Your worth is very dear in my regard: 
I take it, your own buſineſs calls on you, 
And you embrace th' occaſion to depart. 
Sal. Good-morrow, my good lords 
Ba Good Signiors bsc. when 7 80 we laugh! ? 
ſay, when ? 
You grow exceeding 1 ge; mult i pe ſo? 
Sal. We'll make our leiſures to atlick bd on yours. 
Sola. My lord Baſſanio. ſince you 'veffound Anthonio, 
We two will leave you; but at dinnkr- time, 
I 8 you, have in mind where we maſt meet. 
I will not fail you. / [Exeunt Solar. and Sala. 
FA You look not well, Signior Anthonto; 7 
You have too much reſpedt upon the yorld: 
They loſe it, that do buy it with mr: ah care. 
Believe me, you are marvellouſly chang'd. 


Anth. I * world but as the 7 Gratiano, 


A ſtage, wher every man mult plays part, 
And mine's a ſad one. 


Gra. Let me play 4 Fool ; 


With mirth, and laugſtter, let old wrinkles come; 
And let my liver rat Hr heat with wine, 

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

Why ſhould a man, whoſe blood is Farm within, 


NA. 


Face, together with an old and wrinkled one, being of Pan and Bac- 


chus ; of Saturn and 4po'lo, xc. Thele are not mcommon in Col- 
e tions of Antiques ; and in the Books of the itiquaries, as Mont. 


au con, Spankeim, &c. _ 
# Sit 


I 
* 
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Sit like his grandſire cut in Alabaſter? 

Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice 
By being peeviſh ? I'll tell thee what, Anthonio, 

(1 love thee, and it is my love that ſpeaks :) 
There are a fort of men, whole viſages 

Do cream and mantle like a ſtanding pond; 


And do a wilful ſtillneſs entertain, 


With purpoſe to be dreſt in an opinion 
Of wiſdom, gravity, profound conceit; 
As who ſhould ſay, I am Sir Oracle, 
And when I ope my lips, let no dog bark! 
O my Anthomo, I do know of thoſe, 
That therefore only are reputed wile, 
For ſaying nothing ; who, I'm very ſure, 
If they thould ſpeak, would almoſt damn thoſe ears, 
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools. 
I'll tell thee more, of this another time: 
But fiſh not with this melancholy bait, 
For tHis fool's gudgeon, this opinion. 
Come, good Lorenzo; fare ye well a while ; 
* I'll end my exhortation after dinner. 
Lor. Well, we will leave you then 'till dinner-time, 
I muſt be one of theſe ſame dumb wile men; 
For Gratiano never lets me ſpeak. 
Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more, 
Thou ſhalt not know the ſound of thine own tongue. 
Anth. Fare well; I'll grow a talker for this gear. 


| 


Gra. Thanks, i'faith; for hlence is only com- 


mendable | 
In a neats tongue dry'd, and a maid not vendible.. 
| [Exeunt Gra. and Loren. 
Anth. Is that any thing now ? 
Baſſ. Gratiano ſpeaks an infinite deal of nothing, 
more than any man in all Venice: his reaſons are as 


* ll end my exhortation after dinner. ] The Humour of this conſiſt 
in its being an Alluſion to the Pradtice of the Putitan Preachers of 
thoſe Times ; who being generally very long and tedious, were of— 
ten forced to put off that Part of their Sermon called the Exhortation 
till after Dinner, 


two 


ng, 
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two grains of wheat hid in two buſhels of chaff; you 
{hall "eek all day ęre you find them, and when you 
have them, they gre not worth the ſg rch. 
Anth. Well; tel me now, what lai Jy is the ſame, 
To whom you ſu pre a ſecret pilgrim Bez ; 
That you to day promis'd to tell meer? 
Baſſ. Tis not unknown to you. Amtthono, 
How much I have diſabled mine eſta 
By ſhewing ſomgthing a more ſwelling? port, 
Than my taint ans would grant cot tinuance ; 
Nor do I now [2 ke moan to be abrid gd 
From ſuch a nohle rate; but my chielſ care 
Is to come fairly, off from the great dehes, 
Wherein my time, ſomething too pre ligal, 
Hath left me gaged : to you, Anthomloy 
I owe the moſt gn money, and in lov z 
And from youfon I have a warran 
I' unburthen Al my plots and purp 
How to get clet r of all the debts I owe. 
Auth. 1 pray ou. good Baſſanio, let The know it; 
And if it ſtand, as you yourſelf {till de eu 
Within the eye of honour: : be aſſur'd 
My purſe, my 15 my extreameſt 1 heans 


Lie all unlock's to your occaſions. 


Baſſ. In my. fchool-days, when I hado{ 


I ſhot his fello'y of the ſelf-ſame flight 
The ſelf-ſame way, with more adviſed watch, 

To find the other forth; by ventring both, 

I oft found bo I urge this child-hood proof, 
Becauſe what Ka is pure innocence. 

| owe you mugh, and, like a witleſs youth. 

That which Igwe is loſt; but if you pleaſe 

To ſhoot another arrow that ſelf wa | 

Which you did ſhoot the firſt, I do ne” 7 doubt, 

As I will watch the aim, or to hnd bota, 

Or bring youg latter hazard back agai 

And ig rooſt reſt debtor for the farſt: [time, 


Anth. You know me well; and here 2 ſpend but 
5 4 To 


K. 
1 
# 


* 
| 
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To wind about my love with circumſtance; 
And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong, 
In making queſtion of my uttermoſt, 
Than if you had made waſte of all I have. 
Then do but ſay to me, what I ſhould do. 
That in your knowledge may by me be done. 
And I am preſt unto it: therefore, ſpeak. 

Baſj. In Belmont is a lady richly left. 
And ſhe is fair, and, fairer than that word, 
Of wond'rous virtues; ſometimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair ſpeechleſs meſſages; | 
Her name is Portia, nothing undervalu'd 
To Cato's daughter, Brutus Porta : | 
Nor is the wide world ign'rant of her worth; 
For the four winds blow in from every coalt 
Renowned ſuitors; and her ſunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece; 
Which makes her ſeat of Belmont, Colchos' ſtrand 
And many Jaſons come in queſt of her. 
O my Anthonio, had I but the means | 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 
I have a mind preſages me ſuch thrift, 
That I ſhould queſtionleſs be fortunate. 

Anth. Thou know'ſt, that all Wy fortunes are at 

fea, | | 

Nor have I money, nor commodity 
To raiſe a preſent ſum; theretore, go forth ; 
Try what my credit can in Venice do; 
That ſhall be rack'd even to the uttermoſt, 
To furniſh thee'to Belmont, to fair Portia : 
Go, preſently enquire, and ſo will I. 
Where money is; and I no queſtion make, 


To have it of my truſt, or for my ſake. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE Hs 


\ Changes to BELMONT. Y% 


Three Caſkets gre ſet out, one of gold, another of ſilver, and 
[ another of lead. 


Enter Portia and Neriſſa. 


Y my troth, Nerifſa, my little ö dy is weary 

of this great world. 8 

Ver. You gvortld, be, ſweet madam, f your miſe- 
ries were in the ſame abundance as y&ur good for- 
tunes are; #nd yet, for aught I ſee, oy 4 are as lick, 
that ſurfeit with too much, as they that ſtarve with 
nothing; therefore it is no mean happineſs to be 
ſeated in the mean; ſuperfluity comes ſooner by 
white hairs, but competency lives longer. 

Por. Good ſentences, and well pronounc'd. 

Ner. They: would be better, if well follow'd. 

Por. If todo, were as eaſy as to know what were 
good to do A chaples had been churches; and poor 
men's cottages, Princes' palaces. He is a good di- 
vine, that fo lows his own inſtructions;; I can eaſier 
teach twenty what were good to be done, than to be 
one of the twenty to follow my own zaching. The 
brain may deviſe laws for the blood, but a hot tem- 
per leaps-o'er a cold decree ; ſuch a hare is madneſs 
the youth, ib ſkip o'er the meſhes M good counſel 
the cripple But this realoning is not in faſhion to 
chuſe me a li1[band : O me, the word, chuſe! I may 
neither chuſę whom I would, nor refiiſe whom J 
diſlike; ſo © the will of a living daugh er curb'd by 
the will of aflead father: is it not hard; Neriſſa, that 
I cannot chuſe one, nor key br "E Irs 

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous, #ad holy men 
at their death have good inſpirations ; fherefore, the 
lottery, thatthe hath deviſed in theſe * cheſts of 


Por. 


gold, 


* i 
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gold, ſilver, and lead, (whereof who chuſes his mean- 
ing, chuſes you) will no doubt never be choſen b 
any rightly, but one whom you ſhall rightly love, 
But what warmth is there in your affection towards 
any of theſe princely ſuitors, that are already come ? 

Por. I pray thee, over-name them; and as thou 
nam'ſt them, I will deſcribe them; and, according to 
my deſcription, level at my affection. 

Ner. Firſt, there is the Neapolitan Prince. 

Por. Ay, that's a Colt, indeed, for he doth no- 
thing but talk of his horſe; and he makes it a great 
appropriation to his own good parts, that he can 


ſhoe him himſelf: I am much afraid, my lady, his. 


mother, play'd falſe with a ſmith. 

Ner. Then, there is the Count Palatine. 

Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who ſhould 
ſay, if you will not have me, chuſe : he hears merry 
tales, and ſmiles not; I fear, he will prove the weep- 
ing philoſopher when he grows old, being ſo full of 
unmannerly ſadneſs in his youth. I had rather be 
married to a death's head with a bone in his mouth, 
than to either of theſe, God defend me from thele 
two! | 

Ner. How ſay you by the French Lord, Monſieur 
Le Boun ? | 

Por. God made him, and therefore let him paſs 
for a man; in truth, I know, it is a fin to be a 
mocker; but, he! why, he hath a horſe better than 
the Neapolitan's; a better bad habit of frowning than 


the Count Palatine he is every man in no man; if a 


throſtle ſing, he falls ſtrait a capering; he will fence 
with his own ſhadow; if I ſhould marry him, I ſhould 
marry twenty, huſbands. If he would deſpiſe me, 1 
would forgive him; for if he love me to madneſs, I 
{ſhall never requite him. | 
Ner. What ſay you then to Faulconbridge, the young 
Baron of England ? 
Por. 


DT 


French 
Ance is 


a — T- Ro 


Por. 


5 [ 
The Merchant of Venice. 189 


Por. You know, I ſay nothing Shim, for he nw 


derſtands not me, nor 1 him; he hayh neither Latin, 
French, for Italian; and you may come into the court 
and ſwear, that I have a poor pennyworth in the 
Engliſk. He is a proper man's picture, but, alas! 
who can converſe with a dumb ſhow 2. how oddly he 
is _ I think, he bought his duublet in 1taty, 
his rounA{ hoſe in France, his bonnet j 1 Germany, and 
his behaviour every where. 

Ner. What think you of the Scot? iſh | rd, his ne 
bour? [2 

Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him; 
for he bgrrow' d a box of the ear of ihe Engl iſhman, 
and ſwoge he would pay him again,  vhen he was 
able. * Igthink, the Frenchman became, 5 ſurety, and 
ſealed ur der for another. 

Ver. E'ow like you the young bebe the Duke 
of Saxony's nephew? 

For. Very vilely in the morning wha he 1s ſober, 
and molt vilely in the afternoon when he is drunk; 
when he is beit, he is a little worſe than a man; and 
when he worſt. he is little better than a beaſt; and 
the worſtgall that ever fell, I hope, I {hell . {hift 
to go without him. 

Ner. It he ſhould offer to chuſe, at. chuſe the 
right calket, you ſhould refufe to 0 your fa- 


ther's will, if you ſhould refuſe to acceßt him. 
For. Therefore, for fear of the worſt, J pray thee, 


ſet a deepyglaſs of Rleniſi wine on the contrary caſ- 
ket; or Þ the devil be within, and eee 
without know, he will chaſe it. I will do any 


thing, Neiſa, ere I wil be marry'd to a ſp unge. 
Ver. Xu need not fear, lady, the hav ng any of 


theſe lords: they have acquainted me Wl 1 their de- 
80 

* I think, th Frenchman became his ſurety,] Alluding to the con- 

ſtant Aſſiſtange, or rather conſtant Promiſes of Aſſiſt \Ce, that the 

French gave FA Scots in their Quarrels with the Englift This Alli- 

Ance is here P ouοαð ty ſatirized. 
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terminations, which 1s, indeed, to return to their 
home, and to trouble you with no more ſuit; unleſs 
you may be won by ſome other fort than your fa- 
ther's impoſition, depending on the caſkets. 

Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as 
chaſte as Diana, unleſs I be obtain'd by the manner 8 
of my father's will: I am glad, this parcel of wooers 
are ſo reaſonable; for there is not one among them 
but I doat on his very abſence, and wiſh them a fair 
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ö departure. b 
I Wer. Do you not remembær, lady, in your father's 
I time. a Venetian, a ſcholar and a ſoldier, that came 

F hither in company of the Marquiſs of Mountferrat? ſh 
1 Por. Yes, yes, it was Baſſanio; as I think, he was 

14 ſo call d. | An 

4 Ner. True, Madam; he, of all the men that ever 

15 my fooliſh eyes look'd upon, was the belt deſerving 

| 1 a fair lady. | 4 

| Por. I remember him well, and I remember him WW tra 

worthy of thy praiſe. How now? what news ? 8 

| . 4 8 

Enter a Servant. is f. 

Ser. The four ſtrangers ſeek for you, madam, to hatl 

take their leave; and there is a fore-runner come | 11d: 

from a fifth, the Prince of Morocco, who brings word, hat! 

the Prince, his maſter, will be here to night. vent 


Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with fo good but 
heart as I can bid the other four farewel, I{hould be wate 
glad of his approach; if he have the condition of a J pirat 
faint, and the tomplexion of a devil, I had rather he and 
ſhould ſhrive me, than wive me. Come, Veriſſa. three 


Sirrah, go before; while we {hut the gate upon one La, 
wooer, another knocks at the door. [ Exeunt. 90 
alſur” 

Bey 

Shy 


SCENE | Which 


into! 
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1 SCENE 
A public Nace in VENICE. 


Enter Baſſanio and Shylock. 


Shy. HHR EE thouſand ducats ? well, 
> Baſ}. Ay, Sir, for three months, 
Shy. H 'r three months ? well. 73-60 
Baſ}. or the which, as I told you, Aj 
be -=_ d. 's 
thonio ſhall become bound? wel. 
30 Hay you ſtead me? will you PH xure me ? 
ſhall I know your anſwer ? 
Shy, Three thouſand ducats for thee E and 
1 bound ? | 
' Your anſwer to that. | J 
80 Anthonio is a good man. 
ps Have you heard any imputatione e the con- 


trar : 
gd, Np no, no, no; my meaning, in 15 ying he is 
2 good an, is to have you underſtand m, that he 
is ſufficient: yet his means are in ſuppe tion: he 
hath an Argoſy bound to Tripolis, anotger to the 
Indies; J underſtand moreover upon nw yalto, he 
hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England and other 
ventures he hath, ſqander'd abroad. ſhips are 
but tra ſailors but men; there be lanF-rats, and 


water-raty water-thieves and land-thieves; I mean, 
pirates; And then there is the peril of waters, winds 
and rock. The man is, notwithſtanding ſufficient; 
three thouſand ducats? I thiok, I may take his bond. 
Baſſ. Be aſſur d, you may. 4 
Shy. I will be alard. I may; and that may be 
_ d. I will bethink me; may I ſpeak with Anthonio? 
If it pleaſe you to dine with us. 
55 Yes, to ſmell pork; to eat of the Abi 
which: your - prophet. the Nazarite conjur'd * 
into! I Au buy with you, ſell with you, talk with 
you, 


a» 


4 


comes here? 
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you, walk with you, and ſo following; but I will 
not eat with you, drink with you, nor pray with 
you. What news on the Ryalto? who is he, 


Enter Anthonio. 


Baſſ. This is Signior Anthonto. 
Shy. [Afde.] How like a faw ning Publican he looks! 
I hn him, for he is a chriſtian: 
But more, for that in low ſimplicity 
He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of uſance here with us in Venice. 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our ſacred nation; and he rails, 
Ev'n there where merchants moſt do congregate, 
On me, my hargains, and my well-won thrift, 
Which he calls intereſt. Curſed be my tribe, 
If I forgive him! 
- Baſ}. Shylock, do you hear? 
Shy. I am debating of my preſent ſtore, 
And by the near gueſs of my memory, 


I cannot inſtantly: raiſe up the groſs 


Of full three thouſand ducats : what of that? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 
Will furnith me; but ſoft, how many months 
Do you delire ? ? Reſt you fair, good Signior; 
To Anth. 
Your worſhip was the laſt man in our moutks. 
Anth. Shylock, although J neither lend nor borrow 


By taking, nor by giving of excels, 


Yet, to ſupply the ripe wants of my friend, 
I'll break a cuſtom. Is he yet poſſeſt, 
How much you would? 
Shy. Ay, ay, three thouſand ducats. 
Anth. And for three months. 
Shy. I had forgot, three months, you told me ſo; 
Well then, your bond; and let me e lee, but hear 
you, Me- 


„, 
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Methotyht, you ſaid, you neither lend or borrow 
Upon #dvantage. | þ 


2 


Ant hi.] do never uſe it. 1 
Shy. Vhen Jacob graz'd his uncle Labai 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was © 

(As his viſe mother wrought in his behalf) 
The thI&d poſſeſſor; ay, he was the third. 
Anth And what of him? did he take intereſt ? | 
Shy. Jo, not take int'reſt; not, as you would ſay. 
Directly. int'reſt; mark, what Jacob did. 
When Laban and himſelf were compromit id. 
That all the yeanlings, which were ſtreak | and pied, 
Should fall as Jacob's hire; the ewes, be, ag rank, 
In th' end of autumn turned to the rams 
And when the work of generation was . 
Between theſe woolly breeders in the act, 


The {kilful ſhepherd peel'd me certain "I 


And, in the doing of the deed of kind. 
He ſtuck them up before the fulſome ewes 
Who, then conceiving, did in yeaning tit e 
Tall part 7-colour'd lambs, and thoſe were * acob's. 
This wa$a way to thrive, and he was bleſlz 
And thrift is bleſſing, if men ſteal it not. $. 
Antk. his was a venture, Sir, that Jacob gry" 
A thing, not in his power to bring to paſ; 
But ſway'd, and faſhion'd, by the hand of þ 
Was this inſerted to make int'reſt good? «*; 
nth. Or is your gold, and ſilver, ewes and rams? 
Shy. I cannot tell; I make it breed as faſt; 
rrow But note Jae, Signior. 4. 
Anth. Mark you this, Baſſanio? | 
The devil can cite {cripture for his purpole— 
An evil ſcul, producing holy witneſs,,, % + 
Is like a villain with a ſmiling cheek ; : | 


A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 
O, what a goodly outſide's falſhood hath ! 


; 
* 
4 4 


ſo; Sky. Three thouſand ducats ! 'tis a good rou d ſu 
hear Three months from twelve, then let me lee tj _ 
Ne-] Vor. II. K | * 


* 
* 
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Anth. Well, Shylock, ſhall we be beholden to you? 
Shy. Signior Anthonzo, many a time and oft 


In the Ryalto you have rated me, | 
About my monies and my uſances. 16 
Still have I born it with a patient ſhrug; Y, 
(For ſufferance is the badge of all our tribe.) lt 
You call me miſbeliever, cut-throat dog, In 
And ſpit upon my Jewiſh gaberdine ; Ex 
And all for uſe of that, which is my own. Be 
Well then, it now appears, you need my help? Of 
Go to then; you come to me, and you lay, ' In 
Skylock, we would have monies; you ſay ſo; 4 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, An 
And foot me, as you ſpurn a ſtranger cur [ 
Over your threſhold : money is your ſuit; II 
What ſhould I ſay to you? ſhould I not lay, A 
Hath a dog money? is it poſſible, Wit 
A cur can lend three thouſand ducats? or This 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key, Of t 
With bated breath, and whiſp'ring humbleneſs, 8. 
Say this. —fair Sir, you ſpit on me laſt Wedneſday, Whe 
You ſpurn'd me ſuch a day; another time The 
You call'd me dog; and for theſe curteſies If he 
T'll lend you thus much monies ? By t! 
Anth. J am as like to call thee ſo again, | . PO 
To ſpit on thee again, to ſpurn thee too. | N 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not | 75 fle 
As to thy friend, (for when did friendſhip take | K bu 
A breed of barren metal of his friend?) 1 he 
But lend it rather to thine enemy ; nd f 
Who, if he break, thou may'ſt with better face Aut 
Exact the penalty. N 
Shy. Why, how you ſtorm? "ah [ 
I would be friends with you, and have your love; and 1 
Forget the ſhames that you have ſtain'd me with; =; to 
Supply your preſent wants, and take no doit _ 
Of uſance for my monies, and you'll not hear me: * 


This is kind J offer. 
16M in offer ll This 27 


nth. 


Is not fo cſtimable or profitable, 


Io buy his favour, I extend this friend{hip; 


\ 
) 
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Anth. This were kindnets, 
Shy. This kindneſs will I ſhow; üʃw 
Go with ne to a Notary. ſeal me there 
Your ſingls bond; and in a merry ſport, 
It you repay me not on ſuch a day, þ 
In ſuch a Hlace, ſuch ſum, or ſums, as ate 
Expreſs din the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nomint ted for an equal pound | | 
Of your fair fleſh, to be cut off and taken 3 
In what part of your body it ſhall pleaſe me. 
Anth. Content, in faith; I'll ſeal to ſuch a . 
And, ſay there is much kindneſs i in the Jew. 
27 You ſhall not ſeal to ſuch a bond for n e. 
[ll rather dwell in my neceſſity. 
Anth. Why, fear not, man; I will not forfeifn 
Within thefts months (that's a month bef 
This bond expires) I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 
Shy. O fa f: Abraham, what theſe chriſtians&re! 
Whoſe own Hard dealings teach them to ſuſpect, 
The thought of others! pray you, tell me this, | 
If ke ſhould | reak his day, what ſhould I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture? F 


A pound of 1 s fleſh, taken from a man, 


1 
2 


As fleſh of mgttons, beefs, or goats. I ſay, þ 


If he will taki* it, ſo; if not, adieu; 


And for my le ve, I pray you, wrong me not.“ 
Anth. Yes, Shylock, I will ſeal unto this — 
| Sky. Then mget me forthwith at the Notary, 

Give him direftion for this merry bond, 

And I will neo purſe the ducats ſtrait; f 

dee to my hoe, left in the fearleſs guard 

Of an unthrift knave, and preſently 


| will be with Jou. Y Exit. 
Anth, Hie thge, gentle Jew. i 
[his Hebrew w H turn chriſtian; he grows kind. 
; K 2 : Baſſ. 
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Baſſ. J like not fair terms, and a villain's mind. | 


Anth. Come on, in this there can be nodiſmay ; | 
My ſhips come home a month before the day. [Exe. ; 
| 1 

NI ( 
| 9 SG, F 

= E 4 80 NT, J 

Enter Morochius, a Tawny-Moor, all in white ; and three It 
or four Followers accordingly; with Portia, Neriſſa, and * 
her train. Hlouriſi Cornets. 5 

| | c 

. Morocaivs. Al 
M SLIK E me not for my complexion, M 
The ſhadow'd livery of the burniſh'd ſun, Ar 

To whom II am a neighbour, and near bred. ; 
Bring me the faireſt creature northward born, — 
Where Phebus' fire ſcarce thaws the iſicles, No 
And let us make inciſion for your love, 7 a 
To prove whoſe blood is reddeſt, his or mine. 1 4 


I tell thee, lady, this aſpect of mine 

Hath fear'd the valiant; by my love, I ſwear, 

The heſt regarded virgins of our clime P 
Have lov'd it too: I would not change this hue, 
Except to ſteal your thoughts, my gentle Queen, 7 

Por. In terms of choice I am not ſolely led ON 
By nice direction of a maiden's eyes: 
Beſides, the lottery of my deſtiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary chuſing. 
But if my father had not ſcanted me, 
And hedg'd me by his wit to yield myſelf 
His wife, who wins me by that means I told you; 


Yourſelf, renowned Prince, then ſtood as fair, Laun. 

As any comer I have look'd on yet, 

For my affection. hend 
Mor. Ey'n for that I thank you ; Gobbo 


There- or god 


ee 
4 


lere- 
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Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the ca 
To try my fortune. By this ſcimitar, 


That flew thg Sophy and a Perfian Prince, | 
That won ak 


e helds of Sultan Solymon, 
I would out- tare the ſterneſt eyes that look, 
Out- brave tho heart moſt daring on the earth. 


Pluck the young ſucking cubs from the ſhe-bear, 


Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 
To win thee, lady. But, alas the while! 
If Hercules {4 Lichas play at Mee. 
Which is the Fetter man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand: 
So is Alcides bbaten by his page; H 
And ſo may I, blind fortune leading me oP 
Miſs that, whil h one unw orthier may atzain; 
And die with grieving. 
Por. You muſt take your chance, 
And either not attempt to chuſe at all. 
Or ſwear, befofe you chuſe, if you chuſe "wrong 
Never to ſpeak/t0 lady afterward | 
In way of martiage; therefore be advis' d 


Mor. Nor w. U not; therefore, bring ne to my 


chance. 5 
Por. Firſt, forward to the temple; after inner 
Your hazard wh be made. By 


Mor. Good fortune then, 


To make me bleſt, or curſed'ſt among men | [Exeunt. 


SCENE u. 


Lhanges to Venice. 


F4 


ter Launcelot alone. 3 


Laun. EF" ER 14 IN LY, my conſcience 


fend is at mine e bow, and tempts me, ſayi 
Gobbo, Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot, or g 


K 3 7 * 
1 
l 


ill ſerve 
me ol vun from this Jeu my ma ęr. The 


d Gobbo, 
or good Launcelot Gobbo, uſe your legs, take the ſtart, 
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run away. My conicience ſays, no; take heed, ho- 
neſt Launcelot; take heed, honeſt Gobbo; or, as afore- 


ſaid, honeſt Launcelot Gobbo, do not run; ſcorn run- 


ning with thy heels. Welk, the moſt courageous 
hend bids me pack; va! ſays the fiend ; away | lays 
the hend; for the heay'ns rouſe up a brave mind. 
ſays the fiend, and run. Well, my conſcience, hang- 
ing about the neck of my heart, ſays very wilely to 


me, my honeſt friend Launcelot, being an honeft man's 


ſon, or rather an honeſt woman's ſon (for, in- 
deed, my father did ſomething ſmack, ſomething 
grow to: he had a kind of taſte.) well, my con- 
{cience ſays, budge not; budge, ſays the hend; budge 
not, ſays my conſcience; conſcience, ſay I, you 
counſel] ill; fend. fay I, you counſel ill. To be rul'd 
by my conſcience, I ſhould ſtay with the Jew my 
maſter, who, God bleſs the mark, is a kind of devil; 
and to run away from the Jew, I ſhould be rul'd by 
the fend, who, ſaving your reverence, is the devil 
himſelf. Certainly, the Jew is the very devil in- 
carnal; and in my conſcience, my conſcience is but 
a kind of hard conſcience, to offer to counſel me to 
ſtay with the Jew. The hend gives the more friendly 
counſel; I will run, fiend, my heels are at your com- 
mandment, I will run. 


Enter old Gobbo, with a baſket. 


Gob. Maſter young man, yoy, I pray you, which 
is the way to maſter Jew's ? 

Laun. O heav'ns, this is my true-begotten father, 
who being more than ſand-blind, high-gravel-blind, 


knows me not; I will try confuſions with him. 


Gob. Maſter young gentleman, I pray you, which 
is the way to maſter Jew's? | 


% * 


Laun. Turn up, on your right hand at the next 


turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your left; 
' marry, at the very next turning turn of no hand, 


but turn down indirectly to the Jew's houſe. 


Gob. 
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Gob. By God's ſonties, "twill be a harg way 7 to hit; 
can you tell me whether one Launceloty that dwells 
with him, dwelk with him or no? 

Laun, Talk you of young maſter Laungelot? (mark 
me now, now will 1 raiſe the waters; 5 you of 
young maſter LAuncelol! 

Gob. No maf er, Sir, but a- poor man's ſon. His 
father, though 1 ſay t, is an honeſt exceeding poor 


man, and, God be thanked, well to hve. 


Laun. Well, let his father be what he will, we talk 
of young ur ae a 

Gob. Your wollhip's friend and Launcefh, Sir. 

Laun. But, I pray you ergo, old man ergo, I be- 
ſeech you, talk you of young maſter Lawicelot ? 

Gob. Of Launcot, an't pleaſe your maRerſhip. 

Laun. Ergo, maſter Launcelot; talk nt of maſter 
Launcelot, father, for the young gentler an (accord- 
ing to fates e and ſuch . 1 


the ſiſters three, And ſuch branches of 
indeed, decealei]; or, as you would 
terms, gone to hitav'n. 

Gob. Marry, God forbid! the boy was the very .. 
ſtaff of my age, my very prop. 

Laun. Do 1 lo K like a cudgel, or a hovel- poſt, a 
ſtaff or a prop? do you know me, father? 

Gob. Alack thg day, I know you not, young gen- 
tleman; but, I fray you, tell me, is m boy, God 
reſt his foot. alive or dead ? 8 

Laun. Do you not know me, father! 'S, 

Gob. Alack, Sig, I am ſand- blind, I kw ou not. 

Laun. Nay. 1 if you had your eyes, you 
might fail of the Knowing me: it is a \ iſe ſather, 
that knows his o'vn child. Well, old Wan, I will 
tell you news of your ſon; give me yo bleſſing, 
truth will come to light; murder 1 be hid 
long, a man's ſon may; but in the end. truth will 
Out. 


Lrning.) 1 
2 in "lain 
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Gob. Pray you. Sir, ſtand up; I am lure, you are 
not Launcelot my boy. 

Laun. Pray you, let's have no more fooling about 
it, but give me your bleſſing; I am Launcelct, your 


be. 


Gob. I cannot think, you are my ſon. 
Laun. I know not, what I ſhall think of that: but 
I am Launcelot the Jew's man, and, I am ſure, Mar- 
gery your wife is my mother. 
Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed. I'll be ſworn. 
if thou be Launcelot, thou art my own fleſh and blood: 
lord worſhip'd might he be! what a beard haſt thou 
got! thou haſt got more hair on thy chin, than Dob- 
bin my Thill-horſe has on his tail. 
Laun. It ſhould ſeem then, that Dobbin's tail grows 
backward; I am ſure, he had more hair on his tail, 
than 1 have on my face, when I laſt ſaw him. 
Gob. Lord, how art thou chang'd! how doſt thou 
and thy maſter agree? I have brought him a pre- 
ſent ; how agree you now ? 
Laun. Well, well; but for mine own part, as I 
have fet up my reſt to run away, ſo I will not reſt 
"till I have run ſome ground. My maſter's a very 
Jew : give him a preſent ! give him a halter : 
familh'd in his ſervice. You may tell every finger 1 
have with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are come; 
give me your preſent to one maſter Baſſanio, who, 
indeed, gives rare new liveries; if I ſerve him not, 
I will run as far as God has any ground. O rare 
fortune, here comes the man; to him, father, for I 
am a Jew, if I ſerve the Jew any longer. 


Enter Baſlanio with Leonardo, and a follower or two 
more. 


Baſſ. "IVA may do ſo; but let it be ſo haſted. that 


ſupper be ready at the far theft by five of the clock: 
fee 


boy that was, your ſon that A your child that ſhall 


I am | 
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c ee theſe letters deliver'd, put the liverigs to making, 
and deſire Gratigno to come anon to i 7 lodging 
t Laun. To him, father. 
ad Gob. God bleſs your worlhip ! 8 
ly Baſſ. Gramerty, would'ft thou oughy with me ? 


Gob. Here's my ſon, Sir, a poor b 
Laun. Not a poor boy, Sir, but he Wh Jon Jew's man, 
ie that would, Sir, as my father ſhall ſpecify, 


1 Gob. He hat a great infection, Sir, as one would 
lay. to ſervfe. 
7 Laun. Indeed, the ſhort and the long is, 1 ſerve 


the Jew, and have a deſire, as my father ſhall 
u ſpecity.— 
Gob. His mal and he, ſaving your worlldy! s re- 


% 


verence, are ſcarce catercoulins. 5 
WS Laun. To be brief, the very trut 1 is, that the 
il, Jew, having done. me wrong, doth cauſe me, as m 


father, being I hype an old man, hay frutify unto 

ou you, 

re- Gob. I have here a diſh of doves. that I would 

beſtow upon your worſhip; and my ſuit is 

Laun. In very brief, the ſuit 1s 5 to my- 
rell ſelf, as your n ſhall know by t! is honeſt old 


ery man; and, though I fay it, though ld man, yet 
am poor man my father. 1 

er! Baſſ. One ſpeak for both, what * you ? 

ne; Laun Serve you, Sir. 

ho, Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, Sir. 
ot, Baſſ. 1 know thee well, thou haſt obtain d thy Suit; 


rare YI Shylock, thy maſter, tpoke with me this day. 


r! And hath preterr' d|thee; ; if it be preferpent 
To leave a rich Jew's ſervice to become 
The follower of ſo poor a gentleman. * 


© Laun. The old proverb is very well parted between 
my maſter Shylock and you, Sir; you hay} the grace 
that of 2 Sir, and he hath enough. * [ſon : 


1 2 el 4. it well; = fathel with thy 
ee [ 


Take leave of thy o * and enquirg 
; "4 My 
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My lodging out; give him a hvery, 

More guarded than his fellows : ſee it done. 

Laun. Father, in; I cannot get a ſervice, no? I 
| have nc'er a tongue in my head? well, if any man 
in Italy have a fairer table, which doth ****** of. 
fer to ſwear upon a book, I ſhall have good for- 
tune; go to, here's a ſimple line of life; here's a 
{mall trifle of wives; alas, fifteen wives 1s nothing, 
eleven widows and nine maids is a ſimple coming-in 
for one man! and then 'ſcape drowning thrice, and 
to be + in peril of my life with the edge of a fea- 
ther-bed, here are ſimple ſcapes! well, if fortune be 
32 woman, ſhe's a good wench for this geer. Father, 
come; Ill take my leave of the Jeu. in the twinkling 
of an eye. [ Exeunt Laun, and Gob. 
Baſj. 1 pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this. 
Thele things being bought and orderly beſtowed, 
Return in haſte, for I do feaſt to night 

My beſt-eſteem'd acquaintance ; hie thee, go. 

Leon. My beit endeayours mall be done herein. 


N III. 


Enter Gratiano. 
HERE is your maſter? 
Leon. Vonder, Sir, he walks. 
Exit Leonardo. 


Gra. W 


* which doth offer to ſwear upon a book, &c.] This Nonſenſe ſeems to 
have taken its riſe from the Accident of a loſt Line in tranſcribing 
the Play for the Preſs; fo that the Paſſage, for the future, ſhould 
be printed thus, -——-- Well, if any man in Italy have a fairer table, 
which doth FRER%F offer to ſwear upon a book I ſhall have good fortune. 
It is impollible to find, again, the loſt Line; but the loſt Senſe is 
eaſy enough - i, any man in Italy have a fairer table, which doth ſ pro- 
miſe good Luck, I am miſtaken. I durſt almoſi] offer to {wear 
upon a Book, I ſhall have good Fortune. 
+ in peril of my life with the edge of a feather-bed, | A cant Phraſe to 
ſignify the Danger of marrying.——-A certain French Writer ules the 
ſame Kind of Figure, O mon Ami, j aimerois mieux etre tombee, fur la 
pointe d'un Oreiller, & m' etre rompu le Cu. — 

45 Gra. 
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2 Signior Baſſas io, 
| Gratiano! \ 
4 I have a ſuit to you. 
Baſſ. You have obtain'd it. 
Gra. You muſt not deny me; I muſt go with you 
to Belmont.  [tians, 
Baſſ. Why, then you muſt : but hea! thee, Gra- 


7 
* 
1 


Thou art too wild, too Pap and bold of voice; 


Parts, that become thee happily enoug 
And in ſuch eyes as our appear not fau 
But where thou art not e why, the 


tS; | 
they ſhew 
Something too liberal : thee, take Þain 
T allay with ſome cold rops of modeſty 
Thy ſkipping ſpirit; leſt, ihrough thy wild behaviour, 
be miſconſtru'd in the place J go to, 
And loſe my hopes: 

Gra. Signior Baſſanio, hear me. 
If I do not put on a ſober habit, 
Talk with reſpect, and ſwear but now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look d.:murely ; 
Nay more, while grace is ſaying, hood m me eyes 
Thus with my hat, and ſigh, and lay, Amen; 
Uſe all th' obſervance of civility, | 
Like one well ſtudied in a ſad oſtent 4 
To 3 his grandam ; never truſt me n{pre.. 

Baſſ. Well, we ſhall ſee your bearing. * me 

Gra. Nay, but I bar to night, you {ball not gage 

* 9 we do to night. 
No, that were pity. 

I w wt? entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldeſt ſuit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpoſe merriment : .but fare you well, 
have ſome huſineſs. 

Gra. And I muſt to Lorenzo and the el. 
But we will viſit you at karren ane. 


75 
a> 
1 


* . 


| [Exeunt 


„ 
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SCENE IV. 
Changes to Shylock's Houſe. 


Enter Jeſſica and Launcelot. 


Ie. 12 ſorry, thou wilt leave my father ſo; 
ä Our houſe is hell, and thou, a merry devil, 
Didſt rob it of ſome taſte of tediouſneſs; 
But fare the well, there is a ducat for thee. 
And, Launcelot, ſoon at ſupper ſhalt thou ſee 
Lorenzo, who is thy new maſter's gueſt; 
Give him this letter, do it ſecretly. 
And ſo farewel: I would not have my father 
See me talk with thee. 
| Laun. Adieu! tears exhibit my tongue; moſt beau- 
tiful Pagan, moſt ſweet Jew! if a chriſtian did not 
play the knave and get thee, I am much deceiv'd; 
but, adieu! theſe fooliſh drops do ſomewhat drown 
my manly ſpirit: adieu! Exit. 
Jeſ. Farewel, good Launcelot. 
1 Alack, what heinous ſin is it in me, 
j To be aſham'd to be my father's child? 
[9 But though I am a daughter to his blood, 
i IJ kam not to.his manners: O Lorenzo, 
If thou keep promile, I ſhall end this ſtrife, 
1 Become a chriſtian, and thy loving wife. Exit. 


enn 
The Street. 


Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio. 
Lor. N“, we will {link away in ſupper-time, dil- 


guiſe us at my lodging, and return all in 
an hour. | 
Gra. We have not made good preparation, 


Sal. We have not ſpoke us yet of torch- bearers. 
Sola, 


A 


it. 


ola. 
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Sola. Tis vile, unleſs it may be quaſutly ordered, 
And better in my mind not undertoo 

Lor. Tis now but four a-clock, we h1ve two hours 
To furniſh us. Friend Launcelot, what;s the news? 

1 
Enter Launcelot, with a lehr. 

Laun. An' it {hall pleaſe you to bre k up this, it 
ſhall ſeem to ſigniſy. | 

Lor. 1 know the hand; in faith. a fair hand; 
And whiter than the paper, it writ 104 
Is the fair hand that writ. 7 

Gra. Love- neus, in faith. f 

Laun. By your leave, Sir. 

Lor. Whither goeſt thou? 

Laun. Marry, Sir, to bid my old maſter the Jew 
to ſup to night with my ngw maſter the chriſtian. 

Lor. Hold. here, take this; tell gen- e Jeſſica, 
J will not fail her; ſpeak it privately. 


Go. Gentlemen, will you prepare, ter this maſque 
to night! ? © 
I am provided of a torch-bearer. Exit Laun. 
Sal. Ay marry, ['ll be gone about itftrait. 
Sola. And ſo will I. * 
Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano, f 
At Gratiano's lodging ſome hour hencef 


Sal. 'Tis good, we do ſo. WM: [ Exit, 
Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jeſſica? 
Lor. I mult needs tell thee all; ſhe hath directed, 
How I ſhall take her from her father's houſe ; 
What gold and jewels ſhe is furniſh'd with ; 
What page s ſuit ſhe hath in readineſs. 
If e'er the Jew her father come to heavꝰ * 
It will be for his gentle daughter's be 
And never dare misfortune croſs her toi 
Unleſs ſhe doth it under this excuſe, #: 
That ſhe is iſſue to a faithleſs Jew. 5 
Come, go with me; peruſe this, as thou goeſt; 
Fair Jellica {ball be my; torch-bearer. 1 { Exeunt. 
' SCENE 
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GENE VI. 


Shylock's Houſe. 


Enter Shylock and Tauncelot. 
Shy. W E LL, thou ſhalt ſee, thy eyes ſhall be "OY 


Judge, 
The — X old Shylock and Baſſanio. 
What. Jeſſica / thou ſhait not gormandize, 
As thou haſt done with me —— what , Jeſſica !— 
And ſleep and ſnore, and rend apparel out. 


Why. Jeſſica! I ſay. 


Laun. Why. Jeſfua! I ſay. 

Shy. Who bids thee call? I did not bid thee call. 

Laun. Your worihip was wont to tell me, that I 
could do nothing without bidding. 


Enter Jeſſica. 


Jeſ. Call you? what is your will? 

Shy. 1 am bid forth to ſupper. Jeſſica ; 

There are my keys : but wherefore ſhould I go? 
Jam not bid ſor love; they flatter me: 
But yet [Il go in hate, to feed upon 
Je{ica, my girl, 

ook to my houſe; I am right loth to go; 
There is ſome ill a brewing towards my reſt, 
For I did dream of money- bags to night. 

Laun. I beſeech you, Sir, go; my young maſter 
_ expect your reproach. 

. So do | his. 

3 And they have conſpired together, I will 
not ſay, you ſhall ſee a maſque; but if you do, then 
it was not for nothing that my noſe ſel! a bleeding 
on black Monday laſt, at fix a clock i' th* morning, 
falling out that year on Aſh-Wedneſday was four 
year in the afternoon. 

Shy. 


Gra 


cr 
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Shy. What! are there maſques ? hear you me, 
Jeſſica. : 

Lock up my doors; and when you hear the drum, 
And the vile ſqueaking of the wry- neck d file. 
Clamber not you up to the caſements then, 
Nor thruſt your head in the public ſb et, 
To gaze on chriſtian fools with varnit? d faces: 
But ſtop my houſe's ears; I wr 1+ myfcaſements; 
Let not the ſound of allow — 45 7 
My ſober houſe. By Jacob's ſtaff, ear, 
I have no mind of fealting forth 4 +: 


But I will go; go you before me, ſirr 
Say. I will come. 
Laun. I will go before, Sir. 
Miſtreſs, look out at window, fax all this; 


'There will coine a chriſtian by, 


Will de worth a Jewgs eye. + [Exit Laun. 
Shy. What ſays that fool of Hagar's ſpring, ha? 
Jef. His words were, farewel, miſtreſs; nothing elſe. 
Shy. The patch is Kind enough, but huge feeder: 


| Snail-{low in profit, but he ſleeps by day 


More than the wild cat; drones hive n Þ with me, 
Therefore I part with him; and part W. th him 
To one, That I would have him help . waſte 
His borrow'd purſe: Well, Jeſſica, go; 
Perhaps, I will return immediately; 3 
Do, as I bid you — 1 


Shut the dodrs after you ; faſt bind, fafffind ; 
A proverb never {tale in thrifty mind. Exit. 
Je. Farewel; and if my fortune be not croſt, 
I have a father, you! a daughter, loſt. [Exit. 
S CHE NE VII. 
The STREET. N 


Enter Gratiano and Salanio in maſei rade. 


Gra. b Hig I'S is the . N undeiswhich Lo- 
renzo deſired us to make a ſtand. . 


> 1 Sal. 


* 
; ht 
ow 
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Sal. His hour is almoſt paſt. 

Gra. And it is marvel a out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Sal. O, ten times faſter Venus' Widgeons fly 
To ſeal have” s bonds new made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith anforfcited ! 

Gra. That ever holds. Who riſeth from a feaſt, 
With that keen appetite that he fits down ? 
Where is the horſe, that doth untread again 
His tedious meaf::res with th' unbated fire. 
That he did pace them firſt ? all things that are, 
Are with more ſpirit chaſed than enjoy d. 
How like a younker. or a prodigal, 
The ſkarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hugg'd and embraced by the ſtrumpet wind! 
How like the prodigal doth ſhe return, 
With over-weather'd ribs and ragged fails, 
Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the lirumpet wind! 


* 


Enter Lorenzo. 


Sal. Here comes Lorenzo : more of this hereafter. 
Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long 
abode; 
Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait; 
When you ſhall pleaſe to play the thieves for wives, 
I'll watch as long for you then; come, approach ; 
Here dwells my father Jew. Hoa, who's within? 


[1 


Jelhca above, in boy's clothes. 


Jeſ. Who are you? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit I'II ſwear, that I do know your tongue. 
Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. 
Jeſ. Lorenzo certain, and my love, indeed; 
For who love I ſo much ? and now who knows, 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 
Lor. Heavn and thy thoughts are witneſs, that 
thou art. 


Je/. Here catch this caſket, it is worth the pains. 
I'm 


My 7 ng bo by hs 


hat 


I'm 
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I'm glad, 'tis night, you do not look bn me; 
For J am muck-alham'd of my exchan 
But love is blind, and lovers cannot by 
The pretty follles that themſelves comms; ; 
For if they could, Cupid himſelf would 4 
To ſee me thus transformed to a boy. £8 | 
Lor. Deſcend, for you muſt be my to h-bearer. 
ef. What muſt I hold a candle to my ſhames ? 
They 1 in themſelves, goodſooth, are too, too, light. 
Why, tis an office of diſcovery, love, « 
And I ſhould be obſcur'd. | 
Lor. So are you, ſweet, 1 
Ev'n in the lovely garniſh of a boy. | 
But come at once 14 
For the cloſe night doth play the run- a BY: 
And we are ſtaid for at Baſjanio's feaſt. 
Jef. I will make faſt the doors, andy ild myſelf 
wi ith ſome more ducats, and be with yE ſtrait. 
| [Ex8 from above. 
Gra. Now by my hood, a Gentile, 3 l no Jew, 
Lor. Belbrew me, but I love her hearth: \ 
For ſhe is wiſe, if I can judge of her; 
And fair ſhe i, if that mine eyes be tru 
And true ſhe is, as ſhe hath prov'd herſe 
And therefore like herſelf, wiſe, fair, and t true, 
Shall ſhe be placed in my conflant ſoul. 


m_ 


Enter Jeſſica, to them. 


What, art ai u come? on, gentlemen, away 3 
Our maſquing mates by this time for us ltaß. Exit. 


Enter Anthonio. 7% 1 

Anth. Who's there? | 4 
Gra. Signior Anthonio, 3 
Anth. Fie, ratiano, where are all the ref 4 
Tis nine o'clock, our friends all ſtay for y{u 
No maſque fl night; the wind is come abQ 


nd 4 
% | | 
ts, . S 

. L 
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Baſſanio preſently will go aboard; 
I have ſent twenty out to ſeek for you. 

Gra. I'm glad on't; I delire no more delight 
Than to be under ſail, and gone to night. Exeunt. 


S LE 3 Vil. 


Changes to Belmont. 


Enter Portia with Morochius, and both their trains. 


Por. O, draw aſide the curtains, and diſcover 
The ſev'ral caſkets to this noble Prince. 
Now make your choice. [Three caſkets are diſcover d, 
Mor. The firſt of gold, which this infcription bears, 
Who chuſeth me. ſhall gain what many men defire. 
The ſecond 1105 which this promiſe carries, 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves, 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt, 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath. 
How fhall I know, if I do chuſe the right? 
Por. The one of them contains my picture, Prince; 
If you chuſe that, then I am yours withal. 
Mor. Some God dired my judgment! let me ſee, 
I will ſurvey th' inſcriptions back again; | 
What ſays this leaden calket ? 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath. 
Muſt give, for what? for lead? hazard for lead? 
This caſket threatens. Men, that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair advantages: 
A golden mind ſtoops not to-ſhows of droſs; 
I'll then not give, nor hazard, aught for lead. 
What ſays the filver, with her virgin hue ? 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves. 


As much as he deſerves? pauſe there, Morochius ; Ti 
And weigh thy value with an even hand. x 
If thou be'ſt rated by thy eſtimation, W. 
Thou doſt deſerve enough; and yet enough PI 


May not extend ſo far as to the lady; 
And 


nt, 


ce; 


And 
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And yet 


be afraid of my deſerving, 
Were but a weak diſabling of myſelf. - 
As much us I deſerve why, that's t 
do in birth deſerve her, and in fortunes 
In graces, and in qualities of breeding: 
But more than theſe, in love I do defarw. 
What if Imray* d no farther, but choſe hi re? 
Let's ſee F< more this ſaying grav d in gold. 
Who chuſet} me, all gain what many men dgtre. 
Why, tha"s the lady; all the world defiits her; 
From the our corners of the earth they tome 
To kiſs the ſhrine, this mortal breathing aint. 
Th' Hyrcauian deſerts, and the vaſty w wille 
Of wide Arabia, are as thorough-ſares now, 
For Princes to come view fair Porta, « 
The wat'r“ kingdom, whoſe ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar X 
To ſtop the foreign ſpirits; but they cor ie, 
As o'er . to fee fair Portia. 


lady: 


One of tlitſe three contains her heav' nh; picture, 
Is't like, hat lead contains her? — po 
To think ſo baſe a thought: it were to groſs | 
To rib her ſearcloth in the obſcure grog. 
Or ſhall I think, in ſilver ſhe's immur' de 
Being ten times undervalu'd to try'd gold? 
O ſinful thought, never ſo rich a gem 
Was ſet i in worſe than gold! they have 
A coin, that bears the figure of an angel 
Stamped n gold, but that's inſculpt upon: 
But herein angel i in a golden bed 
Lies all w. thin, Deliver me the key; 
Here do I chuſe, and thrive I as I may! $i | 

Por. There take it, Prince, and if nf form lie 

there, 

Then I am yours. [Unlocking t 
Mor. 2 ! what have we here? a ct tion death. 


Within whoſe empty eye there is a Icro\ Lt: 
FI read the writing, 
All 


f 
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All that gliſters is not gold, 

Often have you heard that told; 
Many a man his life hath ſold, 

But my outſide to behold. 

Guided wood may worms in fold: 
Had you been as wiſe as bold, 
Young in limbs, in judgment old, 
Your anſwer had not been inſcrol d; 
Fare you well, your ſuit is cold. 


Mor. Cold, indeed, and labour loſt : 
Then farewel, heat; and welcome, froſt : 
Portia, adieu! I have too grievd a heart %% 
To take a tedious leave: thus loſers part. Exit. 
Por. A gentle riddance : draw the curtains; go 
Let all of his complexion chuſe me ſo. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IA. 


Changes to Venice. 
Enter Solarino and Salanio. 


Sal. WE: man, I ſaw Boſſanio under fail ; 
With him is Gratiano gone along; 
And in their ſhip, I'm ſure, Lorenzo is not. 

Sola. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the Duke, 
Who went with him to ſearch Baſſarto's ſhip. 

Sal. He came too late, the ſhip was under ſail; 
But there the Duke was given to underſtand, 
That in a Gondola were ſeen together 
Lorenzo and his am'rous Jeſſica : 

Beſides, Anthonio certify'd the Duke, 
They were not with Baſſanio in his ſhip. 
Sola. I never heard a paſſion ſo concus'd, 
So ſtrange, outrageous, and ſo variable, 
As the dog Jew did utter in the freets ; 
My daughter! O my ducats! O my daughter, PF 
| c 


But it; 
And f 
Let it 
Be me 
To con 
As ſha 
And e 
Turni! 
And u 
He vrt 
Sola. 


I pray 


; 


' 
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Fled witlh a chriſtian ? O my chriſtian di cats! 
Jultice, the law, my ducats, and my * 


A ſealed bag, two ſealed bags of ducats 
Of double ducats, ſtoll'n from me by m aughter! 
And jewels too, ſtones, rich and precious ſtones, 
Stoll'n by my daughter Juſtice !. find the girl; 
She hath:the ſtones upon her, 3 1 
Sal. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him, IF 
Crying h tis ſtones, his daughter, and his ducats. | 
Sola. Jet good Anthonio look, he keep his day; 
Or he ſh2II pay for this. 
Sal. Marry, well remember'd. 1 
I reaſon's., with a Frenchman yeſterday, 
Who told me, in the narrow ſeas, that p I: 
The French and Engliſh, there . | & 
A vellel of our country richly fraught: @. 
I though upon Anthomo, when he told mech 
And wiſhid in ſilence, that it were not his 
Sola. Wu were beſt to tell Anthonzo what you hear, 
Yet do ndt ſuddenly, for it may grieve him. 
Sal. A Linder Gentleman treads not the earth. 
I ſaw Baſſanio and Anthonio part. 

Baſſanio told him, he would make ſome ſpeedy 
Of his return: he anſwer d, do not ſo } 
Slubber nßt buſineſs for my ſake, Baſſanio. „ 
But ſtay the very riping of the time; 
And for tie Jew's bond, which he hath of mg. 

et it not enter in your mind of love: * 
Be merry, | and employ your chieſeſt thoughts 
To courtſhip, and ſuch fair oſtents of love, 
As ſhall conveniently become you there. m# 
And even Rhere, his eye being big with tears 
Turning lus face, he puts his band behind him 
And with Affection wond'rous ſenſible { 


He wrung 3afſanio's hand, and fo they parted. 
Sola. I tunk, he only loves the world for h 


I pray theſ let us go and find him out, — ; 
; And 


= Ou GO G— OO — 
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And quicken his embraced heavinels 
With ſome delight or other. 
Sal. Do we lo. 


BENE . A. 


Changes to Belmont, 


Enter Nerilla with a Servant. 
Ver. CY UICK, quick, I pray thee, draw the cur- 


tain ſtrait ; 
The Prince of Arragon has ta'en his oath, 
And comes to his election preſently. 


Enter Arragon, his train, Portia. Hor. Cornets, 


The Caſkets are diſcover'd. 


Por. Behold. there ſtand the caſkets, noble Prince: 
If you chuſe that, wherein I am contain'd, 

Strait ſhall our nuptial rites be ſolemniz'd: 
But if you fail, without more ſpeech, my lord, 
You muſt be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar. 1 am enjoin'd by oath t'obſerve three things; 
Firſt, never to unfold to any one 
Which caſket 'twas I chole ; 3 next, if I fail 
Of the right caſket, never in my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage : 

Laſt, if I fail in fortune of my choice, 
Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

Por. To theſe injunctions every one doth ſwear, 
That comes to hazard for my worthleſs ſelf. 

Ar. And ſo have I addreſt me; fortune now 
To my heart's hope ! gold, ſilver, and baſe lead. 
Who chuſeth me, muſe give and hazard all he hath. 

You ſhall look fairer, ere I give or hazard. 
What ſays the golden cheſt ? ha, let me ſee ; 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many men deſire. 
What many men deftre—that may be meant 

Of the fool-multitude, that chuſe by ſhow, 


Not 


Not! 
Wha 
Build 
Ev'n 
I will 
Becau 
And 
Why 
Tell n 
Who 0 
And v 
To co 
Withe 
To we 
O, the 
Were 
Were 
How n 
How n 
How m 
From t 
Pickt fi 
To be 1 
Who ch1 
I will a 
And in 
Por. ] 


Ar. V 
Preſenti 
How mi 
How mi 
Who chu, 


Did I d. 


l; that r 


Por, J 
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Not learnihg more than the fond eye doth teach; 
Which pry? not to th' interior, but like the martlet 
Builds in he weather on the outward wall, 

Ev'n in this force and road of caſualty. 

[ will not chuſe what many men deſire, 

Becauſe 1 will not jump with common (p/-its, 

And rank me with the barb'rous multituges. 

Why then, o thee, thou ſilver treaſure-houſe; 

Tell me oe more, what title thou doſt k Car. 

Who chuſeiſt me, all get as much as he deſert 
And well lid too, for who ſhall go abo 
To cozen fe rtune, and be honourable 
Without the ſtamp of merit? let none preſume 
To wear an undeſerved dignity : | 

0. that eſtates, degrees, and offices, i 

Were not driv d corruptly, that clear honour 
Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer ! 
How manyſthen ſhould cover, that ſtand bare ! 
How many be commanded, that command ? 
How much 'ow peaſantry would then be gleaned 


From the true ſeed of honour ? how muc *honour 
Pickt from fa chaff and ruin of the times 


To be new fanned ? well, but to my cho, þ 
Who chuſeth Ine, ſhall get as much as he a erf. 
will aſſu rt deſcrt ; give me a key for ths, 
And inſtant * e my fortunes here. 
Tor. Too long a pauſe for that which you f 1d there. 
[ Unlocking the ſecczer caſket. 
Ar. What's here ! the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Preſenting me a ſchedule? I will read it. 7 


SO 
How much hnlike art thou to Portia ? 


How much Anlike my hopes and my deſerv ngs.: 2 
Who chuſes mi, ſhall have as much as he deſerves; 
Did I deſerte no more than a fool's head? 
Is that my Prize ? are my deſerts no better 
Por. To offend, and judge, are diſtinct. offices, 
ind of opppſed natures. 73 : 
Ar, Wh 1s here ? : | 
; Tie 


3 
4 
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The fire ſev'n times tried this ? 
Sev'n times tried that judgment is, 
T hat did never chuſe amiſs. 

Some there be, that ſiiadows kiſs ; 
Such have but a ſhadows bliſs : 
There be fools alive, I wis, 
Silver d o'er, and ſo was this : 
Take what wife you will to bed, 

1 will ever be your head : 

So be gone, Sir, you are ſped, 


Ar. Still more fool I ſhall appear, 
By the time I linger here. 

With one fool's head I came to woo, 
But I go away with two. 

Sweet, adieu ! I'll keep my oath, 
Patiently to bear my wrath. 

Por. Thus hath the candle ſing'd the moth : 
O theſe deliberate fools! when they do chuſe. 
They have the wiſdom by their wit to lofe. 

Ner. The ancient ſaying :s no hereſy, 
Hanging and wiving goes by deſtiny. 

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Neriſſa. 


| Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Where is my lady? 

Por. Here, what would my lord ? 

Serv. Madam, there 1s alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To fignity th' approaching of his lord, 
From whom he þhringeth ſenſible regreets ; 
To wit, beſides commends and courteous breath, 
Gifts of rich value; yet, I have not ſeen 
So likely an ambaſſador of love. 
A day in April never came ſo ſweet, 
To ſhow how coſtly ſummer was at hand, 
As this fore-ſpurrer comes before his lord. 


Por. 


Exit. 
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Por. Io more, I pray thee; I am hf afraid, 
Thou'lt ſay anon, he is ſome kin to thick; 
Thou ſpend'ſt ſuch high-day wit in praiſing him: 
Come, come, Nerifſa, for 1 long to ſee. 
Quick 6 pid” s poſt, that comes ſo mannerly. 
Boſſnio lord Love, if thy will it be ! 
| [Exeunt. 
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Enter Salanio. and Solarino. 


1 


— 5 


4 
. 8 „ 


O W. what news on the Ryalto? 

Sal. W hy, yet it lives there unzheckt, that 
Anthonio hath a ſhip of rich lading wteckt on the 
narrow ſe; 3 the Godwins, I think, they call the 
place; a vgry dangerous flat and fatal, wh, ere the car- 
caſes of many a tall ſhip lie bury'd, as the ſay, if my 
gollip Re art be an honeſt woman of her word. 

Sola. I viould ſhe were as lying a _ that, as 
ever „ ginger; or made her neighbours believe, 
ſhe wept for the death of a third huthand. But it is 
true, without any ſlips of prolixity, or croſſing the 
plain high-z ay of talk, that the good Anthonio, the 

0 O chat l had a title good enough 
is name campany ! 

Sal. Cone. the full ſtop. 

Sola. Ha, ag ſay'ſt thou? why, the Lad is, he 
hath loſt a 


Sal. IW. ald it might prove the end of his loſſes. 


Sola. Let me ſay Amen betimes, leſt the levil croſs 
thy prayer, \for here he comes in the 77 of a 
Jew, How now, Shylock, what news\ ong the 
merchants? \ 

Vou. II. L | 'F Enter : 
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Enter Shylock. 


Shy. You knew (none ſo well, none ſo well as you) 
of my daughter's flight. 

Sal. That's certain; I, for my part, knew the tay- 
lor that made the wings ſhe flew withal. 

Sola. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the 
bird was fledg'd, and then it is the complexion of 
them all to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damn'd for it. 

Sal. That's certain, if the devil may be her judge. 

Shy. My own fleſh and blood to rebel ! 

Sela. Out upon it, old carrion, rebels it at theſe years? 

Shy. I ſay, my daughter is my fleſh and blood. 

Sal. There is more difference between thy fleſh and 
hers, than between jet and ivory; more between your 
bloods, than there is between red wine and rheniſh: 
but tell us, do you hear, whether Anthonio have had 
any loſs at ſea or no? 

Shy. There 1 have another bad'match ; a bank- 
rupt, for a prodigal, who dares ſcarce ſhew his head 
on the Ryalto; a beggar, that us'd to come ſo ſmug 
upon the mart ! let him look to his bond; he was 
wont to call me uſurer; let him look to his bond he 
was wont to lend money for a chriſtian courtely ; let 


him look to his bond. | 
Sal. Why, I am ſure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not 


take his fleſh: what's that good for ? 


* A bankruft, a prodigel.] This is ſpoke of Alone. But why a 
Prodigal? his Friend Baſſanio indeed had been too liberal; and 
with this Name the Jew honours him when he is going to ſup with 
him, 

go in hale to feed upon 
The prodigal Chriſtian 


But Anthonio was a plain, reſerved, parſimonious Merchant, be ak 
{ured therefore we ſhould read, — 4 Bankrupt for a Prodigal, i. e. he 
is become a Bankrupt by ſupplyingthe Extrav agancies of his Friend 


Baſſanio. 
i" : Shy. 
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why, 
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Sky. To fait fiſh withal. If it will feed nothing 
elſe, it wilhfeed my revenge; he hath diſgmac'd me, 
and hinder'4 me of half a million, laught at tyy loſſes, 
mockt at mi gains, ſcorn'd my nation, thwarted my 
bargains, ccol'd my friends, heated mine enemies; 
and —_— reaſon? I am a Jew. Hath not a Jew 
eyes? hathSnot a Jew hands, organs, dimenſions, 
ſenſes, ＋ ＋ paſſions ? fed with the ſame food, 
hurt with the ſame weapons, ſubject to the ſame 
diſeaſes, heal'd by the ſame means, warm l and 
cool'd by th? ſame winter and ſummer, as a chriſtian 
is? if you p ick us, do we not bleed? if yourtickle 
us, do we not laugh? if you poiſon us, do | 
die? and if you wrong us, ſhall we not re 
if we are like. you in the reſt, we will reſemble you 
in that. If Jew wrong a chriſtian, what is his 
humility ? Fevenge. If a chriſtian wrong a Jew, 
what ſhould [is ſufferance be by chriſtian exam ple? 
why, Revenge. The Villany, you teach me, will 
execute; and it ſhall go hard, but I will better the 
inſtruction. |; | | 


Entec a Servant from Anthonio. 


Serv. Gentlemen, my maſter Anthonio is at his 
houſe, and defires to ſpeak with you both. 1: 
Sal. We have been up and down to ſeek him. 


- 
* 


Enter Tubal. 

Sola. Here ch another of the tribe; a third an- 
not be match'd q nleſs the devil himſelf turn Jeu. 

» Exeunt Sala. and Solar. 

Shy. How nw, Tubal, what news from Genoa ? 
haſt thou found my daughter? 8 


Tub. I often tame where I did hear of her. but 


cannot find her“ | þ 
Shy. Why there, there, there, there! a diamond 
gone, coſt me two thouſand ducats in Frankfort” the 


curſe never {ell upon our nation till now, I "} felt 


L 2 it 
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it till now; two thouſand ducats in that, and other 
precious, precious jewels ! I would, my daughter were 
dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear; O, would 
| the were hers'd at my foot, and the ducats in her 
coffin. No news of them; why, ſo ! and I know not 
what's ſpent in the ſcarch: why, thou loſs upon Jols ! 


the thief gone with ſo much, and ſo much to find 


the thief; and no ſatisfaction, no revenge, nor no ill 
luck ſtirring, but what lights o' my ſhoulders; no 
ſighs but o' my breathing, no tears but o' my ſhed- 
ding. 
Tab. Yes, other men have ill luck too; Anthonio, 
as 1 heard in Genoa 
Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck? 
Tub. Hath an Argoſy caſt away, coming from 
Tripolis. | 
Shy. I thank God, I thank God; 1s 1t true? 1s it 
true ? ; 
Tub. I ſpoke with ſome of the ſailors that eſcaped 
the wreck. | 
Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal; good news, good 
news; ha, ha, where? in Genoa? 
Tub. Your daughter ſpent in Genoa, as I heard, 
one night, fourſcore ducats. 
Shy. Thou ſtick'ſt a dagger in me; I ſhall never 
ſee my gold again; fourſcore ducats at a fitting, four: 
ſcore ducats ! | | 
Tub. There came divers of Anthonio's creditors in 
my company to Venice, that ſwear he cannot chuſe 
but break. 
Shy. I am glad of it, I'll plague him, Ill torture 
him; I am glad of it. | 
Tub, One of them ſhew'd me a ring, that he had 
of your daughter for a monkey. 
Shy. Out upon her! thou tortureſt me, Tubal; it 
was my Turquoiſe, I had it of Leah when I was a ba- 
chelor; I would not have given it for a wilderneſsot 


monkies. 
Tub. 


0 N 
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Tub. But Apthonio is certainly undone. * 

Shy. Nay, that's true, that's very true; = fee me 
an officer, bgſpeak him a fortnight before. I will 
have the heart of him, if he forfeit; for y ere he out 
of Venice, Icim make what merchandize will: go, 
go, Tubal, an meet me at our ſynagogue go, good 
Tubal; at our ſynagogue, Tubal. [Exeunt. 


f. C EN E II. 
Ch 


anges to Belmont. 


Enter Baſſanio, Portia, Gratiano, and Attendance. 
The Caſkets are ſet out. 


Por. I Pray you, tarry; pauſe a day or two, 
Before you hazard; for in chuſir g wrong 
I loſe your corpany; A Ae, Eur 
There's ſomething tells me (but it is not lo 
W 


I would not loſe you; and you know y 

Hate counſels not in ſuch a quality. 

But leſt you 5 not 1 me uk 

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought, 
I would detain (you here ſome month or two, 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to chuſe right, but I am then forſworn : 

So will I never he; ſo you may mils me; 

But if you do, Fou'll make me wiſh a fit, 


That I had beer forſworn. Beſhrew you; ; eyes, 
They have o 'erl)ok d me, and divided 
+ 


One half of me is yours, the other hal 
Mine own, I wogld ſay : put if mine, th en yours; 
And ſo all — Alas! theſe naughty; imes 
Put bars between the owners and their rights : 
And lo tho' yours, not yours, prove it ſop 
Let fortune go to,hell for it. Not I. 


urs, 


I ſpeak too long, but tis to piece the time, 


To eche it, and to draw it out in length, 
To ſtay you fromtelection. 


| L3. . Baſſ. 
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Baſſ. Let me chuſe: 

For as I am, I live upon the rack. 

Tor. Upon the rack, Baſſanio? then confeſs, 
What treaſon there is mingled with your love. 

Baſſ. None, but that ugly treaſon of miſtruſt, 
Which makes me fear th' enjoying of my love: 
There may as well be amity and life 
"Tween ſnow and fire, as treaſon and my love. 

Por. Ay, but, I fear, you ſpeak upon the rack; 
Where men enforced do ſpeak any thing. | 

Baſj. Promiſe me life, and IT ll confeſs the truth. 

Por. Well then, confeſs and live. 

Baſj. Confeſs, and love, | 
Had been the very ſum of my confeſſion. 

O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me anſwers for deliverance : 
But let me to my fortune and the caſkets. 

Por. Away then! I am lockt in one of them; 
If you do love me, you will find me out. 
Neriſſa, and the reſt, ſtand all aloof, . 

Let muſic ſound, while he doth make his choice ; 
Then, if he loſe, he makes a ſwan-like end, 
Fading in muſic. That the compariſon 

May ſtand more juſt, my eye ſhall be the ſtream 
And wat'ry death-hed for him: he may wan, 
And what is muſic then ? then mulic 1s 

Even as the flouriſh, when true ſubjects bow 

To a new-crowned monarch : ſuch it is, 

As are thoſe dulcet ſounds in break of day, 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 
And ſummon him to marriage. Now he goes, 
With no leſs preſence, but with much more love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 

The virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy 

To the ſea-monſter: I ſtand for ſacrifice; 

The reſt aloof are the Dardanian wives, 

With bleared viſages come forth to view 


The iſſue of th' exploit. Go, Hercules! 
Live 


. of Venice. — "ow 
Live thou, I liv; with much, much e diſmay 
I view the fight, than thou, that mak ihe fray 

f | ' FTYMuſic within 


A Song, whilſt | Baſſanio comments on 'the e to 


himſelf. 


Tell me, Are is fancy bred, of 
Or in the heart, or in the head ? 2 
How begoth how nouriſhed ? | 
Reply, reh y. 

It is * d in the eye, 

With gazing fed, and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies: 

Let us all ring fancy's knell. 

T'll beginzit. 

Ding, dong, bell. 

All, Ding, dong, bell. 


— 4 —————— p IE: WT 
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a]. So may the outward ſhows be leaſt themſelves; 
The world is {till deceiv'd with Ornament. 
In law, what plea ſo tainted and corrupt, 
But being ſeaſon d with a gracious voice | 
Obſcures the ſho of evil? in religion, | 
What damned error, but ſome ſober bro 7 | | 
Will bleſs it, and approve it with a tert 
Hiding the grollneſs with fair ornament? * 
There is no vice ſo ſimple, but aſſumes | 
Some mark of virtue on its outward part, 
How many cowards, whoſe hearts are ally. s falſe 
As ſtairs of ſand, gwear yet upon their chyzs | 
The beards of He'icules and frowning Mar; 
Who, inward ſearcht, have livers White 
And theſe aſſume but valour's excrement 
To render them redoubted. Look on TY by .; 
And you ſhall ſee tis purchas'd by the 75 


milk? 


Which therein works a miracle in nature 
Making them lighteſt, that wear moſt of i 
MA / So 


Meer 
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So are thoſe criſpy ſnaky golden locks, 
Which make ſuch wanton gambols w ith the wind 
Upon ſuppoſed fairneſs, often known 

To be the dowry of a ſecond head, | 
The ſkull, that bred them, in the ſepulchre. 
Thus Ornament is but the guilty ſhore 


To a moſt dang'rous ſea; the beauteous ſcarf 


Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word, 


The ſeeming truth which cunning times put on 
T* entrap the wiſeſt. Then, thou gaudy gold, 


Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee: 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
"Iween man and man: but thou, thou meagre lead, 
Which rather threatneſt, than doft promiſe aught, 
Thy plainneſs moves me more than eloquence ; 


And here chuſe I; 


joy be the conlequence ! 


Por. How all the other palhons fleet to air, 
As doubtful thoughts, and raſh-embrac'd deſpair, 
And ſhudd'ring fear, and green-ey d jealouly. 
O love, be moderate, allay thy ecſtaſy; 

In meaſure rain the joy, ſcant this exccls, 

I feel too much thy bleſſing, make it leſs, 


For fear I ſurfeit. 


Baſſj. What find I here? 
Fair Fortia's counterfeit ? what Demy-god 
Hath come ſo near creation? move theſe eyes? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 
Seem they in motion? here are ſever'd lips 
Parted with ſugar breath; fo ſweet a bar 


Should ſunder ſuch ſweet friends: 
The painter plays the ſpider, and hath woven 


A golden meſh t intrap the hearts of men, 


Faſter than gnats in cobwebs: but her eyes, 


[ Opening the leaden caſket. 


here in her hairs 


How could he'ſee to do them? having made one, 
Methinks, it ſhould have power to ſteal both his, 


And leave itſelf unfiniſh'd: 


yet how far 


The ſubſtance of my praiſe doth wrong this {ſhadow 
In underprizing it; fo far this ſhadow, 


Doth 
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Doth limp behind the Subſtance. Hei 's the ſcrowl, 
The continent and ſummary of my tone. 


You that chuſe not by the view, 
Chance as fair, and chuſe as true: 
Since this fortune falls to you, $ 
Be content, and ſeek no neus. 
1f you be well pleas d with this, 
And hold your fortune for your bliſs,” 
Turn you where your Lady is, s 
And claim her with a loving kiſs. ' 


(1 


A gentle ſcrowl; fair lady, by your lee; 
l $3 Kiſſing her. 
I come by note to give, and to receive. 
Like one of two contending in a Prize, 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes; 
Hearing applauſe and univerſal ſhout, } 
_ Giddy in ſpirit, gazing ſtill in doubt, 
Whether thoſe peals of praiſe be his or do; 
So (thrice-fair lady) ſtand I, even ſo, 
As doubtful whether what I ſee be true, 
Until confirm'd, fign'd, ratify'd by you. 1 4 
Por. You ſee me, lord Baſſanio, where Þ ſtand, 
Such as I am; tho' for mylelf alone, 
I would not be ambitious in my Wiſh, . 
To with mylelf much better; yet for you: 
I would be trebled twenty times myſelf, 
A thouſand times more fair; ten thouſanę times 
More rich; that, to ſtand high in your adgount, 
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, 1 
Exceed account: but the full ſum of me F£ 
Is ſome of ſomething, which, to term in ghoſs, 
Is an unleſſon'd girl, unſchool'd, unpractig : 
Happy in this, ſhe is not yet ſo old ©. 
But ſhe may learn; more happy then in t 48, 
She is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learn; 
Happieſt of all, is, that her gentle ſpirit £ 


— 


. 
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Commits itſelf to yours to be directed. A 
As from her lord, her governor, her King: Fc 
Myſelf, and what is mine, to you and yours Ar 
Is now converted. But now I was the Lord W 
Of this fair manſion, maſter of my ſervants, I g 

aeen o'er myſelf; and even now, but now, To 
This houſe, theſe ſervants, and this ſame myſelf At 
Are yours, my lord: I give them with this ring, 
Which, when you part from, loſe or give away, - 
Let it preſage the ruin of your love, , 
And be my vantage to exclaim on you. ( 

BJ. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 1 
Only my blood ſpeaks to you in my veins ; ma 
And there is ſuch Confuſion in my pow rs, ( 
As, after dome oration fairly ſpoke . tho 
By a beloved Prince, there dothappear / 
Among the buzzing pleaſed multitude; C 
Where every ſomething, being blent together, flak 
Turns to a wild of nothing, ſave of joy _ But 
Expreſt, and not expreſt. But when this ring | Wh 


Parts ſrom this finger, then parts life from hence; 
O, then be bold to ſay, Baſſanio's dead. 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 
That have ſtood by, and ſeen our wiſhes proſper, 
To cry, good joy, good joy, my lord and lady! Baſj 

Gra. My lord Baſſanio, and my gentle lady, 


| I with you all the joy that you can wiſh; Hay 
For, I am ſure, you can with none from me: I bi 
And when your honours mean to ſolemnize (Swe 

The bargain of your faith, I do beſeech you, 4+ 

Ev'n at that time I may be married too. , Li 

Baſſ. With all my heart, ſo thou canſt get a wife. My! 

Gra. I thank your lordſhip, you have got me one, But 

My eyes, my lord, can look as ſwift as yours; He c 

You ſlaw the miſtreſs, I beheld the maid, To c 

You lov'd, I lov'd; for intermiſſion | Sa 

No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. And 
Your fortune ſtood upon the caſket there; Com 


And 
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And ſo did mine too, as the matter fall 7: * 
For wooing here until I ſweat _ if 
And ſwearing, till my very roof was d 
With oaths of love; at laſt, if promilchat 
I got a promiſe of this fair one here, F 
To have her love, provided that your fortune 
Atchiev'q her miſtreſs. 
Por. Is this true, Neriſſa? | 
Ner. Madam, it is, ſo you ſtand pleagfd withal. 
Baſj. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ? 
Gra. Yes, faith, my lord. 
Baſ}. Our Feaſt {hall be much bond ird in your 
marriage. 
Gra. We'll play with them, - the Gt boy for a 
thouſand Ducats. 

Ner. What, and flake down? | c 

Gra. No, we ſhall ne'er win at hit ſport, and 
ſake down. \. 
But who comes here? Lorenzo and his \nfdel ? 
What, and my old Venetian friend, Salg 77 


8 CE NE 1 


Enter Lorenzo, Ieſſica, and Sali $010. 


Baſ. L ORENZ0 and Salanio, welche hither; 
If that the youth of my new Antereſt here 
Have power to bid you welcome. By hour leave, 
I bid my very friends and country- men, 
(Sweet Portia) welcome. aff 
Por. So do I, my Lord; they are intigely welcome. 
3 thank your 1 for my part, my lord, 
My purpoſe was not to have ſeen you 2 5. 
But meeting with Salanio by the way, 
He did intreat me, paſt all Erne nay, | 
To come with him along. | 
Sal. I did, my lord, & 
And I have reaſon for't ; Signior Anthinio 
Commends him. to vou. [Gives Baynio a Letter. 
L 6 1 
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Baſj. Ere I ope his letter, 
I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 
Sal. Not fick, my lord, unleſs it be in mind; 
Nor well, unleſs in mind; his letter there 
Will ſhew you his eſtate. Baſſanio opens the letter. 
Gra. Meiriſſa, cheer yond ſtranger: Bid her wel- 
| come. : 
Your hand, Salanio; what's the news from Venice? 
How doth that royal merchant, good Anthonto ? 
I know, he will be glad of our Succels : 
We are the Jaſons, we have won the fleece. 
Sal. Would you had won the fleece, that he hath 
| loſt! 
Por. There are ſome ſhrewd Contents in'yond fame 
paper. 
That ſteal the colour from Baſſanio's cheek : 
Some dear Friend dead; elſe nothing in the world 
Could tura ſo much the conſtitution 
Of any conſtant man. What, worſe and worſe ! 
With leave, Bafano, I am half yourlelf, 
And I mult have the half of any thing 
That this ſame Paper brings you. 
Baſſ. O ſweet Portia ! 
Here are a few of the unpleaſant'ſt words 
That ever blotted paper. Gentle lady, 
When I did firſt impart my love to you, 
1 freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman; 
And then I told you true; and yet, dear lady, 
Rating myſelf at nothing, you ſhall ſee | 
How much I was a braggart: when I told you, 
My Rate was nothing, I ſhould then have told you, 
That I was worſe than nothing. For, indeed, 
I have engag d myſelf to a dear friend, 
Engagd my Friend to his mere enemy, 
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady, 
The paper, as the body of my friend; 
And every word in it a gaping v ound, 
Iſſuing 


2 
&; 
3 
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Iſſuing life-blood. But is it true, Salghto? 
Have all his ventures fail'd? what noone hit? 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, from England, 
From Liſbon, Barbary. and India? 
And not one veſlel * Ich d the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocks? 4 

Sal. Not one, my lard. 
Beſides, it ſhould appear, that if he bach 
The preſent money togliſcharge the Jeu 
He would not take it. Never did I kn w 
A creature, that did bear the ſhape oo 
So keen and greedy to confound a ma 
He plies the Duke at morning and at night, 
And doth impeach the freedom of the fte, 
If they deny him juſtice. Twenty mereþants, 


The Duke himſelf, and the Magnificoes 
Of greateſt port, have all perſuaded with him; 
But none can drive hi from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of juſtice, and his bond. 
Jeſ. When 1 was with him, I have heard him ſwear, 
To Tubal and to Chus his country-menF | 
That he would rather have Anthonio's fleſ 7 
Than twenty times the value of the ſum. + - 
That he did owe himy and 1 know, my Ard, 
It law, authority, an$pow' r deny not, 1 
It will go hard with poor Anthonio. | 
Por. Is it your dear friend, that is thus In trouble? 
Baſſ. The deareſt friend to me, the kindeſt Man, 
The beſt condition d: An unweary'd ſpirit 
In doing courtelies; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman 1 more appears, 
Than any that draw$ breath in 1taly. 
Por. What Sum ov'es he the Jew? 
Baſ]. For me, three thouſand ducats. 
Por. What, no more ? 
Pay him fix thouſand and deface the bon; 
Double fix thouſand, and then treble tha 
Before a Friend of th deſcription 


1 


: 
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Shall loſe a hair through my Baſſanio's fault. 
Firſt, go with me to church, and call me wife, 
And then away to Venice to your friend: 

For never ſhall you lie by Portia's ſide 

With an unquiet ſoul. . You ſhall have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
When it is paid, bring'your true friend along 
My maid Nerija and myſelf, mean time, 

Will live as maids and widows: come, away! 
For you ſhall hence upon your wedding-day, 
Bid your Friends welcome, ſhew a merry cheer; 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 


carry'd, my creditors grow cruel, my eſtate 
is very low, my bond to the Jew is forfeit; and ſince, in 
paying it, it is impoſſuble T ſhould live, all debts are cleared 
between you and me, if I might but ſee you at my death 
notwithſtanding, uſe your pleaſure : if your love do not per- 
ſuade you to come, let not my letter. 


Por. O love! diſpatch all Buſineſs, and be gone. 
Baſſ. Since J have your good leave to go away, 
I will make haſte; but till I come again, 
No be ſhall e'er be guilty of my ſtay; 
No reſt be interpoſer twixt us twain. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, IV. 


Changes to a Street in Venice. 


Enter Shylock, Solarino, Anthonio, and the Goaler. 
Shy. OALER, look to him: tell not me of 


mercy. 
This is the fool, that lent out money gratis. 
Goaler, look to him. 
Anth, Hear Pe yet, good Skylock, 


Shy, 


Baſj. reads. SWEET Baſſanio, my ſhips have all miſ- | 


* 
* 


jf 
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Shy. I'll have my bond; ſpeak not agaif 
I've ſworn an oath; that I will have my 
Thou call'dſt me dog, before thou hadſt a cauſe; 


But ſince I am a dog, beware my fangs: 


The Duke ſhall grant me juſtice. I do wonder, 


Thou naughty goaler, that thou art ſo fand 


To come abroad with him at his requeſt. 

Anth. I pray thee, hear me ſpeak. 

Shy. I'll have mii bond; I will not heal hee ſpeak : 
Fll have my bond; and therefore ſpeak ho more; 


T'll not be made a Toft and dull-ey'd foo 


To ſhake the head, relent, and ſigh and y eld 
To chriſtian integceſlors, Follow not ; 


I'll have no ſpealfing ; I will have * band. ä 
Exit Sen, 

Sola. It is the moſt impenetrable cur, 

That ever kept with men. 
Anth. Let him alone, ö oh 

I'll follow him no more with bootleſs priy rs: 

He ſeeks my life; his reaſon well I know | 

I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures _— 


Many, that have at times made moan to me 
* 


Therefore he hates me. 


Sola. I am ſurgy the Duke | | 
Will never grantathis Forfeiture to hold. 

Anth. * The Die cannot deny the courſe of law; 
For the commodity that ſtrangers have 
With us in Fenice, if it be deny d. | | 
Will much impeach the jultice of the aw; : p 
Since that the trade and profit of the % | 
Conliſteth of all nations. Therefore 80, 1 


* The Duke cannot 5 &c.— As the Reaſon here: ven ſeems a 
little perplexed, it may be proper to explain it. If, ſay$ke, the Duke 
top the Courſe of Law it will be attended with this Igeonvenience, 
that ſtranger Merchants, by whom the Wealth and Power of this 
City is ſupported, will cry out of Injuſtice. For the known ſtated 
Law being their Guide and Security, they will never bear to have 
the Current of it ſtoped on any Pretence of Equity whatſoever. 


Theſe 
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Theſe griefs and loſſes have ſo bated me, 
That I ſhall hardly ſpare a pound of fleſh 
To-morrow to my bloody creditor. 

Well, goaler, on; pray God, Baſſanio come 


To ſec me pay his debt, and then I care not ![ Exeunt, 


. 
Changes to BELMONT. 


Enter Portia, Neriſſa, Lorenzo, Jeſſica, and Balthazar. 


Lor. 1 although I ſpeak it in your 
preſence, | 

You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of God-like amity ; which appears moſt ſtrongly 
In bearing thus the abſence of your lord. 
But if you knew to whom you ſhew this honour, 
How true a gentleman you ſend relief to, 
How dear a lover of my lord your huſband; 
I know, you would be prouder of the work, 
Than cuſtomary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent of doing good, 
And ſhall not now; for in companions 
That do converle and waſte the time .ogether, 
Whoſe ſouls do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There muſt needs be a like proportion 
Of lineaments of manners, and of ſpirit; 
Which makes me think, that this Anthonio, 
Being the boſom-lover of my lord, 
Mult needs be like my lord. If it be ſo, 
How little 1s the coſt I have beſtowed, 
In purchaſing the ſemblance of my ſoul 
From out the ſtate of helliſh cruelty ? 
This comes too near the praiſing of myſelf; 
Therefore, no more of it: hear other'things. 
Lorenzo, I commit into your hands | 
The huſbandry and manage of my houſe, 
Until my lord's return, For mine own part, 


ur 


N 
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I have tow d heav'n breath'd a ſecret . 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 1 
Only attended by Neriſſa here, 1 6 
Until her hulband and my Lord's returf 
There is a monaſtery two miles off, 5 
And there we will abide. I do deſire y 
Not to deny this Impoſition: 
The which my love and ſome neceſſity 
Now lays upon you. a 
Lor. Madam, with all my heart; 0 
I ſhall obey ma in all fair n 3 
Por. My people do already know my t mind, 


And will acknowledge you and Jeſſica 


In place of lord Baſſanio and myſelf, 
So fare you well, *till we ſhall meet agair 
Lor. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you! 
ef. 1 wiſh your ladyſhip all heart's content. 
Por. I thank you for your wiſh, any am well 
pleaſed | 
To wiſh it 37 on you: fare you well. 
Exeunt Jeſſica a 


4 
ica. 
Lorenzo. 
Now, Baltha: ar. 
As I have ever found thee honeſt, true, 
So let me find thee ſtill: take this ſame letter, 
And uſe thou all th' endeavour of a man, 
In ſpeed to Padua; ſee thou render this 
Into my coulin's hand Doctor Bellario; _ 
And look what notes and garments he dot give thee, 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin'd ſpged 
Unto the Trijed, to the common ferr * 
Which trades to Venice: waſte no time in ords, 
But get thee:gone; I ſhall be there before thee. 
Bal. Madam, I go with all convenient ſpeed. Exit. 
For. Come on, Neriſſa; I have work in hand, 
That you yet know not of: we'll lee our h 1{bands, 
Before they think of us. \; 
Ner. Shal they ſee us? 
Por. 4x th Nerifſa ; but in ſuch a hpi 
* 208 
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That they ſhall think we are accompliſhed 

With what we lack. III hold thee any wager, we 
When we are both apparell'd like young men, the 
III prove the prettier fellow of the two, 2 
And wear my dagger with the braver grace ; ſo | 
And ſpeak between the change of man and boy, 1 
With a reed Voice; and turn two mincing ſteps by 
Into a manly ftride; and ſpeak of frays. you 
Like a fine bragging youth; and tell quaint lies, wel 


How honourable ladies ſought my love, 7 
Which I denying, they fell ſick and dy'd, me 
I could not do with all: then 11] repent, . | 4 
And wiſh, forall that, that I had not kill'd them. chri 
And twenty of theſe puny lies III tell ; live 
That men ſhall ſwear, I've diſcontinued ſchool raiſe 
Above a twelve- month. I have in my mind 1 cate! 
A thouſand raw tricks of theſe bragging jacks, for n 


Which I will practiſe. 
Ner. Shall we turn to men ? 


Por. Fie, what a queſtion's that, Te 
If thou wert near a lewd Interpreter ! here 
But come, I'Il tell thee all my whole device Lo! 
When J am in my coach, which ſtays for us if yo! 
At the park-gate; and therefore haſte away, Jef 
For we muſt meaſure twenty miles to day. [Exeunt. and ] 

| | tor m 
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| P! 

Enter Launcelot and Jeſlica. " 


Laun. dd ES, truly: for look you, the fins of the wealtl 
father are to be laid upon the children; belly: 

therefore, I promiſe you, I fear you. I was always Lau 
plain with you; and ſo now I ſpeak my agitation of than T 
the matter: therefore be of good cheer; for truly, I 
think, you are damn'd: there is but one hope in it Lor. 
that can do you any good, and that is but a kind of think, 
baſtard hope neither. lillence 


70. 
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Jeſ. Ang what hope is that, I pray xy 


Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your fa- 
ther got u not, that you are not the Jew's daughter. 
Jeſ., Thiit were a kind of baſtard hope, indeed; 
ſo the ſins of my mother ſhould be viſited upon me. 

Laun. Truly, then, I fear, you are damn'd both 
by father and mother; thus when you ſhy 1 Secylla, 
your father, you fall into Charybdis, your mother: 


well, you gre gone both ways. 
; tha made 


y, the more to blame he; ve were 
chriſtians enough before, e en as many as uld well 
live one by another: this making of chriſthans will 
raiſe the price of hogs; if we grow all tothe pork- 
eaters, we ſhall not a have ar on the coals 
for money. 


| { Enter 1 
Jeſ. TIE tell my huſband, Launcelot, wha you ſay: 
here he co nes. fy: 

Lor. I thall grow jealous of you ſhortly, Launcelot, 
if you thus get my wife into corners. 

Jeſ. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenz Launcelot 
and I are guts he tells me flatly, there is Ho mercy 
for me injheav'n, becauſe Jam a Jew's i.aughter: 


and he hs, you are no good member of he com- 
monwealth; for, in converting Jeus to chriſffans, you 


raiſe the piice of pork. 3 

Lor. ſhall anſwer that better to the common- 
wealth, than you can the getting up of the negro's 
belly: the Moor is with child by you, Launcelot. 

Laun. Id is much, that the Moor ſhould be more 
than reaſoft: but if ſhe be leſs than an honeſt woman, 
lhe is indeefl more than I took her for. 

Lor. Ho'y every fool can play upon the, word! I 
think, the eſt grace of wit will fhortly turn into 
llence, ang diſcourſe grow commendab]; in none 


f k but 
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but parrots. Go, in, firrah, bid them prepare for 
dinner. U. 
Laun. That is done, Sir; they have all ſtomachs. f 
Lor. Good lord, what a wit-ſnapper are you: then 
bid them prepare dinner. 225 
Laun. That is done too, Sir; only, cover is the 
word. 
Lor. Will you cover then, Sir? 1 
Laun. Not ſo, Sir, neither; I know my duty. 7 
Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occaſion ! will thou 
ſhew the whole wealth of thy wit in an inſtant? I 
pray thee underſtand a plain man in his plain mean- . 
ing: go to thy fellows, bid them cover the table, 
ſerve in the meat, and we will come in to dinner. - 
Laun. For the table, Sir, it ſhall be ſerv'd in; for 
the meat, Sir, it ſhall be covered; for your coming 
in to dinner, Sir, why, let it be as humours and con- 
ceits ſhall govern. [Exit Laun, 
Lor. O dear diſcretion, how his words ate ſuited ! Ent 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words; and I do know 
A many fools that ſtand in better place, 
Garniſh'd like him, that for a trickſy word 
Defy the matter: how far'ſt thou, Jeſſica ? 
And now, good ſweet, ſay thy opinion, 
How doſt thou like the lord Boſſanio's wife? 
| Jeſ. Paſt all expreſſing : it is very meet, 
N The lord Baſſanio live an upright life. 
| For. having ſuch a Bleſſing in his lady, 
He finds the joys of heaven here on earth: 
And if on earth he do not merit it, 
In reaſon he ſhould never come to heav'n. | 
Way, it two Gods ſhould play ſome heav'nly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Porta one, there muſt be ſomething elſe 
Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 
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a Lor. Eyen ſuch a huſband | | 
Haſt tho of me, as ſhe is for a wife. 4 
Jeſ. Nuy, but alk my opinion too of that. 
, Lor. T will anon: firſt, let us go to ps 4 
Je/. Nay, let me praiſe you, while 1 Fes a ſto- 
ach. ; s 
. Fa \ 


Lor. No pray thee, let it ſerve for table-talk ; 
hawloe'er tho 


Then, h* u ſpeak it, mong other things, 
I ſhall digeſt it. | 4 2. 
Jeſ.. Well, I'll ſet you forth. © [Exeunt. 
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. | ' The Senate-Houſe in VENICE. 
b | * | 
Enter the Duke, the Senators; Anthonio, Baſſanio, 
'? . and Gratiano, at the Bar. 3 ; 
| Dawes -* by 
W AT, is Anthonio here? | 
Anth. Ready, ſo pleaſe your Graces . 
Due. Im ſorry for thee; thou art come to anſwer 
A ſtony i\dverſary, an inhuman wretch | 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 51 
Anth. IJ have heard, 2 2 
Your Grace hath ta'en great pains to 2 
His rig'rous courſe; but ſince he ſtands obdurate, 
f And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of hs envy's reach, I do oppoſe 
My patience to his fury; and am arm'd [ 
To ſuffei with a quietneſs of ſpirit, - 
The very tyranny and rage of his. * 
6 Duke. Go one, and call the Jew into the Court, 
Sal. He's ready at the door : he comes, my lord, 
| Enter 


C 

'N 
1 
1 
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Erter Shylock. 


Duke. Make room, and let him ſtand before our 


| face. 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think ſo too. 


That thou but lead'ſt this faſhion of thy malice 
To the laſt hour of act; and then 'tis thought, 
Thou'lt ſhew thy mercy and remorſe more ſtrange, 
Than is thy ſtrange apparent cruelty. 

And, where thou now exact'ſt the penalty, 
Which is a pound of this poor merchant's fleſh, 
Thou wilt not only loſe the forfeiture, | 
But, touch'd with human gentleneſs and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 

Glancing an eye of pity on his loſſes, 

That have of late ſo huddled on his back, 
Enough to preſs a royal merchant down ; 

And pluck commileration of his ſtate 

From braſſy boſoms, and rough hearts of flint; 
From ſtubborn Turks and Tartars, never train'd 
To offices of tender courteſy. 

We all expect a gentle anſwer, Jew. 


Shy. I have poſſeſs'd your Grace of what I purpole. 


And by our holy Sabbath have I ſworn, 

To have the due and forfeit of my bond. 

If you deny it, let the danger light 

Upon your charter, and your city's freedom! 
You'll aſł me, why I rather chuſe to have 
A weight of carrion fleſh, than to receive 
Three thouſand ducats? I'll now anſwer that 
By ſaying tis my humour, is it anſwer'd? 
What if my houſe be troubled with a rat, 
And I be pleas'd to give ten thouſand ducats 
To have it baned ? what, are you anſwer'd yet? 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig; 
Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat; 
And others, when the bag-pipe {ings i'th' noſe, 
Cannot contain their urine for affection. 


Maſters 
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Maſters of paſſion ſway it to the mood © | 

| Of what it likes, or loaths. Now, for your anſwer: 
As there is no firm reaſon to be render d, © 

Why hefannot abide a gaping pig; 

Why hei a harmleſs neceſſary cat; 4 

Why he. a woolien bag-pipe; but of force 

Muſt yield to ſuch inevitable ſhame, j 


As to offend, himſelf being offended; 
So can I give no reaſon, nor I will not, 
More than a lodg'd hate and a certain loathing 
I bear Athonio, that I follow thus r 
A loſing ſuit againſt him. Are you anſwer'd ? 
Baſſ. This is no anſwer thou unfeeling man, 
T excuſe the current of thy cruelty. i 
Shy. Jam not bound to pleaſe thee with my an- 
ſwer. | 23 
Baſſ. Do all men kill the thing they do n jt love? 
Shy. 55 any Man the thing he would zot kill ? 
Baſſ. Ev ry offence is not a hate at firſt. & | 
Shy. Vſhat, would'ſt thou have a ſerpent Ying thee 
tince? | 555 
Anth. 1 pray you, think, you queſtion witf a Jew. 
You may as well go ſtand upon the beach, 
And bid the main flood 'bate his uſual heig yt. 
You may, as well uſe queſtion with the wolf 
Why he Hath made the ewe bleat for the lan. 
You maya well forbid the mountain-pines # 
To wag their high tops, and to make a noilegs 
When they are fretted with the guſts of heayh. 
You may, as well do any thing moſt hard. 
As ſeek to ſoften that, (than which what's harder !) 
His Jeuiſe heart. Thereſore, I do beſeech yon, 
Make no more offers, uſe no farther means; 
But withzall brief and plain conveniency P 
Let me Hive judgment, and the Jew his will. 
Baſſ. Hr thy three thouſand ducats here is fþ 
Shy. IFev'ry ducat in fix thouſand ducats 
0 1 eee 
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Were in ſix parts, and ev'ry part a ducat, 
I would not draw them, I would have my bond. 
Duke. How ſhalt thou hope for mercy, rend ring 
none? 

Shy. What judgment ſhall I dread, doing no wrong? 
You have among you many a purchas'd ſlave, ; 
Which, like your aſſes, and your dogs, and mules, 
You ule in abjed and in {laviſh part, 

' Becauſe you bought them. Shall I ſay to you, 

Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 

Why ſweat they under burdens ? let their beds 

Be made as ſoft as yours, and let their palates 

Be ſeaſon'd with ſuch viands ; you will anſwer, 

The flaves are ours. So do I anſwer you: 

The pound of fleſh, which I demand of him, 

Is dearly bought, 'tis mine, and I will have it. 

If you deny me, he upon your law ! 

There is no force in the decrees of Venice: 

I ſtand for judgment; anſwer; ſhall I have it? 
Duke. Upon my pow 'r I may diſmiſs this Court, 

Unleſs Bellario, a learned Doctor, 

Whom I have {ent for to determine this, 

Come here to day. 
Sal. My lord, here ſtays, without. 

A meſſenger with letters from the Doctor, 

New come from Padua. 
Duke. Bring us the letters, call the meſſenger. 
Baſſ. Good cheer, Anthonio; what, man, courage 


| et: 
The Jew ſhall have my fleſh, blood, bones, and all, 
Ere thou ſhalt loſe for me one drop of blood. 
Anth. T am a tainted weather of the flock, 
Meeteſt for death: the weakeſt kind of fruit 
Drops earlieſt to the ground, and ſo let me. 
You cannot better be employ'd, Baſſanio, 
Than to hve ſtill, and write mine epitaph. 


SCENE 


& Ne 
Theobal: 
had it, 
whettin 
tal Part, 
had giz 

Vo 


. 


ge 


Duke. N AME you from Padua, from Bell 21 * 


* 


7 


1 7 ö | 
N The Merchant of Venice. | 241 


1 
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8. G 
72 Neriſſa, dreſs'd like a Lawyer's Clei þ - 


Ver. From both, my lord: Balla greets 
your Grace. A i 
Baſſ. Why doſt thou whet thy knife ſo earneſtly ? 
Shy. To cut the forfeit from that bankrugt there. 
Gra. * Not on thy ſole, but on thy ſou/, harſh 
ew, - | 
Thou maß ſt thy knife keen; for no metal cn, 
No, not the hangman's ax, bear half the kegnneſs 
Of thy ſha#p envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 
Sky. Ne; none that thou haſt wit enough t. make. 
Gra. Ove thou damn'd, inexorable dog, & 
And for thy life let juſtice be accus'd ! 5 
Thou almoſt mak'ſt me waver in my faith, 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That ſoulsof animals infuſe themſelves 
Into the tyhnks of men. Thy curriſh ſpirit &g 
Govern'd *; wolf, who, hang'd for human flau 
Ev'n from the gallows did his fell ſoul fleet, 
And, whill* thou lay'ſt in thy unhallow'd dam, 
Infus'd itſelf in thee: for thy defires bi 
bloody, ſtarv'd, and ravenous, | 
Lig thou canſt rail the ſeal from off my zond. l 
Thou but Afend'ſt thy lungs to ſpeak ſo loud. 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall | 
To cureleſs ruin. I ſtand here for la x. 1 


” . . | 9 
Duke. This letter from Bellario doth w 


A young and learned doctor to our Court. 
Where 1s hg? > 


* Not on thy Ple, but on thy ſoul, harſh Jew,] This loſt Jingle Mr. 
Theobald foundbagain; but knew not what to make of it when he 
had it, as apptars by his Paraphraſe, Tho' thou thinkeſt that thou art 
whetting thy knij? on the ſole of thy Shoe, yet it is upon thy foul, thy immor- 
tal Part. Abfu d! the Conceit is, that his Soul was ſo hard hat it 
had given an I Ige to his Knife, | 4 


You: II. M | <-> 


* 


I, Ner. 
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Ner. He attendeth here hard by 
To know your anſwer, whether you'll admit him. 
Duke. With all my heart. Some three or four of 
| + ha | | 
Go give him courteous condudt to this place. 
Mean time, the Court ſhall hear Bellario's letter. 


yo UR Grace ſhall underſtand, that, at the receipt of 


your letter, I am very ſick : but at the inſtant that your 1 
meſſenger came, in loving viſitation was with me a young U 
Doctor of Rome, his Name is Balthaſar : I acquainted I 
him with the cauſe in controverſy between the Jew and An- A 
thonio the merchant. Weturn'd o'er many books together: T 
he is furniſhed with my opinion, which, bettered with his H 
own learning, (the greatneſs whereof I cannot enough com. T 
mend,) comes with him at my tmportunity, to full up your * 
Grace s requęſt in my ſtead. I beſeech you, let his lack of By 
years be no impediment, to let him lack a reverend ęſtima- 4 

Pp 


tion: For I never knew ſo young a body with ſo old a head, 
I leave him to your gracious acceptance, whoſe trial ſhall An 


better publiſh his commendation, W. 
Thi 

Enter Portia, dreſs d like a Dodlor of Laws. — 

C 

Duke. You hear the learn'd Bellario, what he writes, Anc 


And here, I take it, 1s the Doctor come : 
Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellario? 
Por. I did, my lord. 
Duke. You're welcome : take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the difference, 
That holds this preſent queſtion in the Court ? 
Por. I am informed throughly of the caſe. 
Which is the merchant here? and which the Jew ? 
Duke. Anthonio and old-Shylock, both Rand forth. 
Por. Is your name Shylock ? 
Shy. Shylock 1s my name. | 
For. Of a ſtrange nature is the ſuit you follow; 
Yet in ſuch rule, that the Venetian law 


Cannot 
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not 
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Cannot#mpugn you, as you do proceed. 
You ſtand within his danger, do 125 not? [to Anth. 
Anth. Ay, ſo he ſays. 
Por. Lo you confels the bond? 
Anth.. I do. N 
Por. Then muſt the Jew be merciful. 
Shy. On what compulſion muſt I? tell me that. 
Por. Ihe quality of mercy is not ſtrain, d; 
It droppth, as the gentle rain from he n 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice blchz'd; 
It bleſſeth him that gives, and him that akes. 
Tis mightieſt in the mightieſt; it becomg 
The throffed monarch better than his Crgwn : 
His ſcept*'\r ſhews the force of temporal pgwr, 
The attribute to awe and majeſty, | 
Wherein doth lit the dread and fear of Kings? 
But mercy'is above this ſcepter'd ſway, 
It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings; 
It is an attribute to God himſelf ; 4 
And earthly power doth then ſhew likeſt God's, 
When mercy ſeaſons juſtice. Therefore, Jem, 
Tho juſtice he thy plea, conſider this. 


That in the &urſe of juſtice none of us 
Should ſee alvation, We do pray for mprcy ; 
And that ſafhe pray'r doth teach us all to render 


The deeds of. mercy. I have ſpoke thus much { 
To mitigate he juſtice of thy plea; \ 
Which, if thou follow, this ſtrict Court o Venice 
Muſt needs give ſentence gainſt the merch nt there. 

Shy. My deeds upon my head! I crave;the law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

Por. Is he pot able to diſcharge the 1 ? 

Baſſ. Yes, ere I tender it for him in the Court, 
Yea, twice thi! fara ; if that will not ſuffice, 
I will be bour d to pay it ten times o'er, . ; 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart. 
If this will not ſuffice, it muſt appear 
That malice bears down truth. And 1 "IF" you, 

x M 2 | Wreſt 
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Wreſt once the law to your authority. 
To do a great right, -do a little wrong ; 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. | 
Por, It muſt not be; there is no pow'r in Venice, 
Can alter a decree eſtabliſhed. 
"Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 
And many an error, by the ſame example, 
Will ruſh into the ſtate. It cannot be. 
Shy. A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a Daniel. 
O wiſe young judge, how do I honour thee ! 
Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bond, 
Shy. Here tis, moſt rev'rend Doctor, here it is. 


Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy money offer'd thee. 
Shy. An oath, an oath,—I have an oath in heay'n, 


Shall I lay perjury upon my ſoul ? 
No, not for Venice. 
Por, Why, this bond 1s forfeit ; 
And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of fleſh, to be by him cut off 
' Neareſt the merchant's heart. Be merciful, 
Take thrice thy money, bid me tear the bond. 
Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour, 
It doth appear, you are a worthy judge; 
You know the law: your expolition 
Hath been moſt ſound. I charge you by the law, 
Whereof you are a well-deſerving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment. By my ſoul I ſwear, 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me. I ſtay here on my bond. 
Anth. Moſt heartily J do beſcech the Court 
To give the judgment. 
Por. Why, then thus it is: 
You muſt prepare your boſom for his knife. 
Sky. O noble judge! O excellent young man ! 
Por. For the intent and purpoſe of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 


Shy. 


1 
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Shy. Tis very true. O wiſe and 57 judge, 
How much more elder art thou than thyYooks ! 
Por. Therefore lay bare your boſom 
Shy. Ay, his breaſt ; 
So ſays the bond, doth it not, noble judge? 
Neareſt his heart, thoſe are the very words. 
Por. It is . Are there ſcales, to weigh the fleſh ? ? 
Shy. I hav& them ready. 
Por. Have by ſome ſurgeon, Syylock, on your 
charge, 
Io ſtop his wounds, leſt he ſhould bleed to Mues. 
Shy. Is it ſg nominated in the bond? 
Por. It is ode ſo expreſs'd ; but what of that ? 
'Twere good, þyou do ſo much for charity, 
Shy. I cannpt find it; 'tis not in the bond. 
Por. Come, merchant, have you any thitg to lay: ? 
Anth, But lictle: I am arm'd, and well; repar'd. 
Give me your hand, Baſſanio, fare you "_ 
Grieve not, that I am fall'n to this for yo 
For herein fortune ſhews herſelfmore kind} 
Than 1s her cuſtom. It is ſtill her uſe, 
To let the wrelched man out-live his weal 
To view with hollow eye, ahd wrinkled Now, 
An age of povetty: From which ling' ring penance 
Of ſuch a miſery doth ſhe cut me off. | 
Commend me to your honourable wife; 
Tell her the prqgeſs of Anthonio's end; 
Say, how I . ou; ſpeak me fair in d ath: 
And when the tile is told, bid her be jud{ 2, 
Whether Baſſes had not once a love. 
Repent not you, that you ſhall loſe — 
And he repents not, that he pays your dgbt;_ 
For if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
III pay it inſtantly with all my heart. 
Baſſ. Anthonio, J am married to a wife, 
Which is as dear to me as life itſelf; 
But life itſelf, my wife, and all the world 
Are not with me eſteem d above thy life. | 
be. I I would 


- 29 
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I would loſe all; ay, ſacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 
Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for 
that. ä 
If ſhe were by to hear you make the offer. 
Gra. I have a wife, whom, I proteſt, I love; 
I would, ſhe were in heav'n. ſo ſhe could 
Intreat ſome Pow'r to change this curriſh Jew. 
Ner. Tis well, you offer it behind her back; 
The wiſh would make elſe an unquiet houſe. 
Shy. Theſe be the. chriſtian huſbands. I've a 
daughter ; 45, 
Would, any of the ſtock of Barrabas 
Had been her huſband, rather than a chriſtian ![ Aide, 
We trifle time; I pray thee, purſue ſentence. 
Por. A pound of that ſame merchant's fleſh is thine, 
The Court awards it, and the law doth give it. 
Shy. Moſt rightful judge | 
Por. And you muſt cut this fleſh from off his breaſt; 
The law allows it, and the Court awards it. 
Shy. Moſt learned judge ! a ſentence : come, pre- 
are. 
Por. al a little, there is ſomething elſe. 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood ; 
The words expreſly are, a pound of fleſh, 
Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of fleſh; 
But, in the cutting it, if thou doſt ſhed 
One drop of chriſtian blood; thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Fence, confiſcate | 
Unto the ſtate of Fenice. 
Gra. O upright judge! mark, Jew; O learned 
judge ! 
Shy. Is that the law? 
Por. Thyſelf ſhalt ſee the Act: 
For as thou urgelt juſtice, be aſſur'd, 
Thou ſhall have juſtice, more than thou defir'ſt, 
Gra. O learned judge! mark, Jew; a learned 
judge ! | 
Shy. 
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Shy. I take ths ; offer then, pay the bond thrice, 


And let the chriſtian go. . 
Baſſ. Here is the money. 


3 


Por. The Jew ſhall have all juſtice; 1 no haſte; 


He {hall have "La but the penalt 
Gra. O Jew! an upright judge, a 


arned judge ! 


Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut eff the fleſh; 
Shed thou no ah nor cut thou let nor more, 


But juſt a pounq; of fleſh : if thou tak i more 

Or leſs than a pound, be't but ſ@much 

As makes it ligt t or heavy in the fubRance, 

On the diviſion ↄf the twentieth part 

Of one poor ſcruple ; nay, if the ſcale turn 

But in the eſtimation;of a hair, 

Thou dieſt, and all thy goods are confiſcate. 

Gera. A ſecond Daniel, a Dani; Jew! 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. [ 


Por. Why doth the Jew pauſe? take! ie forfeiture. : 


Baſſ. I have it Teady for thee; hereSt is. 
Por. He hath refus'd it in the open Nourt, 

He ſhall have merely juſtice, and his be nd. 
Gra. A Daniel, ſtill ſay I; a ſecond j)anzel ! 

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 
Shy. Shall I not barely have my prificipal ? 


Shy. Give me my principal, and let . go. 


Por. Thou ſhalt have nothing but the forfeiture, 


To be ſo taken at thy peril, Jew. 1 


Shy. Why, they the devil give him good of it! 


III ſtay no longet queſtion. 

Por. Tarry, Jed. 
The law hath yet, another hold on you: 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice, 
If it be prov'd againſt an alien, | 
That by direct, or indirect, attempts my \ 
He ſeeks the life of any citizen, 1 


F<, 


— IS 


trive, 


half 


The party, gainſt the which he doth 
Shall ſeize on Half his goods; the oth 


Comes to the privy Coffer of the ſtate; 


And 
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And the offender's life lies in the mercy 


Of the Duke only, 'gainſt all other voice : | 


* 


In which predicamgnt, I ſay, thou ſtand'it. 
For it appears by manifeſt proceeding, 
That indirectly, and directly too, 
Thou haſt contriv'd againſt the very life 
Of the defendant ; and thou haſt incurr'd 
The danger formally by me rehears'd. 
Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke. 
Gra. Beg, that thou may'ſt have leave to hang 
thyſelf; | 
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the ſtate, 
Thou haſt not left the value of a cord; 
Therefore, thou muſt be hang'd at the ſtate's charge. 
Duke. That thou may'ſt ſee the diff 'rence of our 
ſpirit. | cred 
I pardon thee thy life before thou alk it: 


For half thy wealth, it is Anthonto's ; 


The other half comes to the general ſtate, 
Which humbleneſs may drive unto a fine. 

Por. Ay, for the ſtate; not for Anthonio. 

Shy. Nay, take my life and all: pardon not that. 
You take my houſe, when you do take the prop 
That doth ſuſtain my houſe: you take my lite, 
When you do take the means whereby J live. 

Por. What mercy can you render him, Anthonio? 

Gra. A halter gratis; nothing elſe, for God's ſake, 

Anth. So pleaſe my lord the Duke, and all the Court, 

To quit the fine for one half of his goods, 

I am content; ſo he will let me have 

The other half in uſe, to render it 

Upon his death unto the gentleman, 

That lately ſtole his daughter. 

Two things provided: more, that for this favour 

He preſently become a chriſtian; _ 

The other, that he do record a Gift 

Here in the Court, of all he dies poſſeſs'd, 
Unto his ſon Lorenzo and his daughter. 

; Duke. 


15 
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Duke. He ſhall do this, or elſe I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 
Por. Art thou contented, Jew? what doſt thou ſay ? 
Shy. I am content, x7 
Por. Clerk, draw a Deed of gift. |. 
Sky. I pray you give me leave to go from hence; 
I am not well; ſend the Deed after 5 


And I will ſign, i it. 


Duke. Get thee gone, but do it. | 

Gra. In chriſt'ning thou ſhalt have tw godfathers. | 

Had I been judge, thou ſhould'ſt have hai! ten more, 
To bring thee to the gallows, not the fot t. 

Et it Shylock. 

to dinner. 


Duke. Sir, I intreat you home with 
{ pardon ; 


Por. I humbly do deſire your Grace 
I muſt away this night to Padua, 
And it is meet, I preſently ſet forth. 
Duke. I'm ſorry, that your leiſure ſerves you not. 
Anthonio, gratify this gentleman ; 


For in my mind, you are much bound to him. 
Exit Duke and has train. 


SCENE III. 


Ba. M ST worthy gentleman! I and my friend 
Have by your wiſdom been ibis day ac- 
quitted v | 
Of ke penalties; in lieu whereof, 1 
Three thouſand ducats, due unto the Jew 
We freely cope your courteous pains wit, ;al. 


Anth. And ſtand indebted, over and . 


In love and ſervice to you evermore. 
Por. He is well paid, that is well ſatisf 
And I, delivering you, am ſatisfy'd, | 
And therein do account myſelf well paid ; 


My mind was never yet more mercenary. 


I pray you, know me, when we meet agait 3 
I wiſh you well, and fo I take my leave. 


M 5 1 Baſſ. 
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Baſſ. Dear Sir, of force I muſt attempt you further, 
Take forme remembrance of us. for a tribute, 
Not as a fee: grant me two things, I pray you, 


Not to deny nie, and to pardon me. 


Por. You preſs me far. and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, I'll wear 'em for your ſake; 
And, ior your love, I'll take this ring from you. 
Do net draw back your hand, I'll take no more; 


And you in love ſhall not deny me this. 


Bafſ. This ring, good Sir, alas, it is a trifle; 


I will not ihame myſelf to give you this. 


Po. Iwill have nothing elfe but only this, 


And now, methinks, I have a mind to it. 


30%. There's more depends on this, than on the 


value. | 
The deareſt ring in Venice will 1 give you, 
And find it out by proclamation ; 
Only tor this, I pray you, pardon me. 
Por. I lee, Sir, you are liberal in offers; 


You taught me firſt to beg, and now, methinks, 

You teach me how a beggar ſhould be anſwer'd. 
Ba. Good Sir, this ring was giv n me by my wiſe. 

And, when lhe put it on, ſne made me vow, 

That 1 {ſhould neither ſel], nor give, nor loſe it. 
Por. That ſcuſe ſerves many men to fave their 


gifts; | 
And if your wife be not a mad woman, 


And know how well 4 have deſerv'd the ring, 


She wou'd not hold out. enmity for ever, 


For giving it to me, Well, peace be with you ! 
[Exit with Neriſſa. 


Anth. My lord Baſſanio, let him have the 
Let his deſervings, and my love withal, 


ring. 


Be valu'd ' gainſt your wite's commandment. 
B/. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him, 
Give him the ring; and bring him, if thou can'ſt, 


Unto Anthomo's houſe : away, make haſte. 
Come,,you and I will thither preſently ; 


[ Exit Gra. 


And 


222 
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And in the morning early will we both 1 
Fly toward Belmont; come, Anthonio. 


9 


Re-enter Portia and Neriſſa. 


Por. Enquire the Jew's houſe out, 501 him this 
Deed, 
And let him ſign it; we'll away to night, 


And be a day before our huſbands home; 
This Deed will be well welcome to Lora 


Enter Gratiano. 17 


Gra. Fair Sir, you are well o'erta'en: 
My lord Baſſanio, upon more advice, 
: Hath ſent you here this ring, and doth in 
Your company at dinner. | 
Por, That cannot be. 4! 269 
This ring I do accept moſt thankfully, 4 
And fo, I pray you, tell him; art" 
I pray you, ſhew my Youth old Shylock's | due. 
Gra. That will I do. + 
Ver. Sir, I would ſpeak with you. N 
I'll ſee if I can-get my huſband's ring: [To Por. 
Which I did make him ſwear to keep fogever. 
Por. Thou mapy'ſt ö warrant. We ſhafl have old 
ir ſwearing, 
That they did give th. e rings away to men; 
But we'll out-face them, and out- ſwear them too: 
Away, make haſte, thou know'ſt where I will tarry, 
Ner. Come, good Sir, will you ſhew, ige to this 
houſe ? 11 


| | ? 
; a | # * 


ra. | M 6 ; 9 ACT 
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ACT EE TLEENE. 
. 


A Grove, or green Place, before Portia's Houſe. + 


Enter Lorenzo and Jeſſica. 
Lortxzo. 


_ moon ſhines bright : 
this, 
When the {weet wind did gently kiſs the trees, 
And they did make no noiſe; in ſuch a night, 
Troylus, methinks, mounted the Trojan wall; 
And ſigh'd his foul toward the Grectan tents, 
Where Creſſid lay that night. 
Jeſ. In ſuch a night, 
Did Thiſbe fearfully o'er-trip the dew ; 
And ſaw the lion's ſhadow ere himſelf, 
And ran diſmayed away. 
Lor. In ſuch a night, 
Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild ſea-banks, and way d her love 
To come again to Carthage. 
Jeſ. In ſuch a night, 
Medea gather d the ned herbs, 
That did renew old Aon. 
Lor. In ſuch a night, 
Did Jeſſica ſteal from the wealthy Jew, 
And with an unthrift love did *s from Jenice, 
As far as Belmont. 
Je. And in ſuch a night, 
Did young Lorenzo ſwear, he lov'd her well; 
Stealing her ſoul with many. vows of faith, 
And ne'er a true one. 
Lor. And in ſuch a night, 
Did pretty Jeſſica, (like a little ſhrew) 
Slander her love, — he forgave it her. 


In ſuch a night as 


Io 


Loi 
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eſ. T would out- night you, did no body come: 
But hark, I hear the footing of a man. 


Enter 8 tephano, 


Lor. Who comes ſo . in ſilence of the night ? 
Mef. A friend. [t 
Lor. What friend? yc 8 I pray yo a, friend? | 
Meſ. Stephano is my name, and I bring 1,ord, | 
My miſtreſs will before the break of day 1 | 
Be here at Belmont: ſhe doth ſtray about 
By holy Croſſes, where he "_— and ptays, 
For happy wedlock ho IS. 
Lor. Who comes with her? d 
Me/. None, but a hol, hermit, and her t aid. 
I pray you, is my maſter yet return dꝰ 
Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard q” him: 


But go we in, I pray thee, Jeſſica, 
And ceremoniouſly let ys prepare 
Some welcome for the miſtreſs of the houſe. 


Enter Launcelot. 


Laun. Sola, ſola, wo ha, ho, ſola) ſola ! 

Lor. Who calls. E111 

Laun. Sola! did you þ be maſter Lorhnzo ard miſtreſs 
Lorenza? ſola, ſola ! 


 "_ 


. 


Lor. Leave hollowing, man : here. + 
Laun. Sola! where? g where? , 
Lor. Here. 


Laun. Tell him, there's a poſt come from my 
maſter, with his horn full of good news. g ly clafler 
will be here ere mornifig. ; BY 

Lor. Sweet love, let's in, and there ex Q *their 

coming. A 
And yet no matter: K ſhould we go in; 


My friend Stephano, {ighify, I pray you, 
ephano. 


Within the houſe, Yau” miſtreſs is at han 
Exit 
f And 
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And bring your muſic forth into the air. 

How ſweet the moon-light ſleeps upon this bank! 

Here will we ſit, and let the ſounds of mulic 

Creep in our ears; ſoft ſtillneſs, and the night 

Become the touches of ſweet harmony. 

Sit, Jeſſica: look, how the floor of heav'n 

Is thick inlay'd * with patens of bright gold; 

There's not the ſmalleſt orb, which thou behold'ſt, 

But in his motion like an angel ſings, 

Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubims; 

+ Such harmony is in immortal ſounds ! 

But whilſt this muddy velture of decay 

Doth groſly cloſe us in, we cannot hear it. 

Come, ho, and wake Diane with a hymn; 

With ſweetelt touches piexce your miſtreſs' ear, 

And draw her home with muſic. 
Jeſ. I'm never merry, when I hear ſweet muſic. 

Mu ſic. 

Lor. The reaſon is, your ſpirits are attentive; 

For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud, 

(Which is the hot condlition of their blood) 

If they perchance but hear a trumpet ſound, 

Or any air of muſic touch their ears, 


| * with patterns of bright gold] We ſhould read Patens: a round 
broad Plate of Gold born in Heraldry : The cover of the SACramen- 
tal-Cup. 

+ Suck harmony is in immortal ſouls; ;] But the Harmony here de- 
ſcribed is that of the Spheres, ſo much celebrated by the Ancients, 
He ſays, the ſmalleſt Orb ſings like an Angel; and then ſubjoins, ſuck 
Harmony is in immortal Souls: But the Harmony of Angels is not here 
meant, but of the Orbs. Nor are we to think, that here the Poet 
alludes to the Notion, that each Orb has its Intelligence or Angel to 
direct it; for then with no Propriety could he lay, the Orb ſung like 
an Angel : He ſhould rather have ſaid, the Angel in lie Orb ung. We 
mult therefore correct the Line thus; 


Suck harmony is in immortal ſounds ; 


i: e. in the Muſic of the Spheres, 
You 


on 


ccc 


929 
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Lou ſhall perceive'them make a mutual and; 


Their ſavage eyes turn'd to a modeſt gaz 
By the ſweet power of muſic. Therefoſ the Poet 
Did feign that 42 drew trees. ſtones g1 ind floods; 
Since nought lo ffockiſh, hard and full d rage, 

But muſic for the fime doth change his 4 ature. 

The man that hath no muſic in himſelf, +: ha 
Nor 1s not mov d with concord of {weer 
Is fit for trealong, ſtratagems, and ſpoil 
The motions of his ſpirit are dull as ni: 
And his affectior s dark as Erebus: | 
Let no ſuch man be truſted — Mark the . 


Enter Portia and Neriſſa. 


Por. That light we ſee, is burning in yay! hall: | 
How far that little candle throws his b 
So ſhines a good deed in a naughty wg Id. 

Ner. When the moon ſhone, we 4. ſee the 


candle. 
For. So 3 greater glory dim 
A ſubſtitute ſhmes brightly as a King, 
Until a King b by; and then his ſtate 
Empties itſelf; is doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Mulic, hark! Muſic. 
Wer. It is the muſic, Madam, bf. your houſe. 
Por. Nothing 1 is good, I ſee, ” r:\ſped : 
Methinks, it ſounds much ſweeter than y day. 
Ner. Silenc# beſtows the virtue on it, Jadam. 
Por. The crbw doth ling as ſweetly agathe lark, 
When neithei is attended; and, I thing 
The nightingale, if ſhe ſhould ſing by day, 
When every gooſe is cackling, would b@thought 
No better a mufician than the wren. T 
How many things by ſeaſon ſeaſon'd are 
To their right praiſe, and true perfection? 
Peace! how the moon ſleeps with Endimion, 
And would not be awaked ! . ceaſes. 


{ | by 2 Lor. 


leſs ; 


* 
—4 
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Lor. That is the voice, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia. 
Por. He knows me, as the blind man knows the 
| cuckow, 
By the bad voice. 
Lor. Dear lady, welcome home. 


Por. We have been praying for our huſband's 


healths, 
Which ſpeed, we hope, the better for our words. 
Are they return'd ? 
Lor. Madam, they are not yet; 
But there is come a meſſenger before, 
To ſignify their coming. 
Por. Go, Veriſſa, 4 
Give order to my ſervants, that they take 
No note at all of our being abſent hence; 
Nor you, Lorenzo; Jeſſica, nor you. A Tucket ſounds. 
Lor. Your huſband is at hand, I hear his trumpet: 
We are no tell-tales, Madam, fear you not. 
Por. This night, methinks, is but the day-light lick; 
It looks a little paler; tis a day, 
Such as the day is when the ſun is hid. 


Enter Baſſanio, Anthonio, Gratiano, end their fol- 
lowers. 


Baſſ. We ſhould hold day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in abſence of the ſun. 

Por.. Let me give light, but let me not be light; 
For a light wife doth make a heavy huſband ; 
And never be Baſſanio ſo from me; 

But God ſort all! you're welcome home, my lord. 


Baſſ. I thank you, Madam: give aur to my 


friend; 
This is the man, this is Anthonio, 
To whom I am ſo infinitely bound. 
Por. You ſhould in all ſenſe be much bound to 
him; | 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. i 
| Anth. 


£ 
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Anth. No more than I am well acquittg l of. 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our. 1 ; 
It muſt appear in other ways than words 57 
Therefore I ſcant this breathing courteſyg | 

Gra. By" onder nfoon, I ſwear, you * 
In faith, I gave it to the judge s clerk. 
Would he were gelt that had it, for my pat, 
Since you do take it, love, ſo mugh at heart. 

Por. A quarrel, ho, already ! what's the matter? 

Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry rig x, 
That ſhe dl give me, whoſe poefy was 
For all the world like cutler's poetry 2 
* 2 knife: ; Love me, and leave me not. 

er. Wiiat talk you of the poeſy, or { 

1 ſwore, to me, when-I did give it he's 
That you 9 would wear it 'till your hour of LEE 
And that it ſhould lie with you in your * 
Tho' not for me, yet for your vehement oa bn 
You ſhould have been reſpective, and have, Yept it. 
Gave it a Judge 5 clerk ! but well I know, 5 
The clerk will ne' er wear hair on's face, thg had it. 

Gra. He, will, an' if he live to be a man. 


Ner. x if a woman live to be a man. 


* 


varus 9 


Gra. Nw. by this hand, I gave it to a youth, 

A kind of boy, a little ſcrubbed boy, 
No higher than thyſelf, the Judge's clerk ; 
A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee: 
I could not for my heart deny it him. 
Por. You were to blame, I muſt be plain vith you, 

To part ſo lightly with your wife's firſt gi t; 
A thing lack on with oaths upon your fi ger, 
And x Le ed with faith unto your fleſh. 1 
I gave myflove a ring, and made him ſw x 
Never to Fart with it; and here he ſtands, 
I dare be worn for him, he would not Ic ve it, 
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealt! 
That the world maſters. Now, in faith, ti 


* . 
: . | . . * 

* ' i 
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You give your wife too unkind a cauſe of grief; 
An 'twere to me, I ſhould be mad at it. 


Baſſ. Why, I were beſt to cut my left hand off, 
And ſwear, I loſt the ring defending it. [ Aſide, 


Gra. My lord Baſſanio gave his ring away 
Unto the Judge that begg'd it, and, indeed, 
Deſerv'd it too; and then the boy, his clerk, 


That took ſome pains in writing, He begg'd mine; 


And neither man, nor maſter, would take aught 
But the two rings. y 

Por, What ring gave you, my lord? 
Not that, I hope, which you receiv d of me. 

Ba. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 
I would deny it; but you ſee my finger 
Hath fiot the ring upon it, it is gone. 

Por. Even ſo void is your falſe heart of truth, 
By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed 
Until I ſee the ring. | 

Ner. Nor I in yours, 
"Till I again fee mine, 

Baſſ. Sweet Portia, 
If you did know. to whom I gave the ring, 
If you did know for whom I gave the ring, 
And would conceive for what I gave the ring, 
And how unwillingly I left the ring, 
When nought would be accepted but the ring, 


You would abate the ſtrength of your diſpleaſure. 


Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring, 
Or half her worthineſs that gave the ring, 

Or your own honour to retain the ring, 

You would not then have parted with the ring. 
What man is there fo much unreaſonable, 

If you had pleas'd to have defended it 

With any terms of zeal, wanted the modeſty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony ? 

Neriſja teaches me what to believe; 

I'll die for't, but ſome woman had the ring. 


Baſſ. No, by mine honour, Madam, by my ſoul, 
| 7557; No 


il. 
(0 


Wherein l ſee myſelf 
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No womiin had it, but a Civil Doctor, 
Who did refuſe three thouſand ducats of 
And begg'd the ring; the which I did den 
And ſuffer'd him to go diſpleas'd away ; ». +. 
Ev'n he, that did uphold the very life | 
Of my daar friend. What ſhould I ſay, weed Narr 
] was ere d to ſend it after him; 
] was belt with ſhame and courteſy; | 
My hon&ur would not let ingratitude 13 
So muck*beſmear it. Pardon me, good lady; | 
And by theſe bleſſed candles of the night. 
Had you deen there, I think, you would have egg d 
The ring of me to give the worthy Doctor. 

Por. Lęt not that Doctor e' er come near my ouſe, 
Since hehath got the jewel that I lovd, ' 


And thaꝶ which you did ſwear to keep for me 


I will be come as liberal as you ; 'S 
I'll not ceny him any thing I have, 

No, not ny body, nor my huſband's bed; 
Know him I ſhall, I am well ſure of it. 
Lie not à night from home; watch me, like 1 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now, by nine honour, which is yet my own, 


Il haveFhat Doctor for my bedfellow. 


How you do leave me to mine own protection. 
Gra. Well, do you ſo ; let me not take him ti E en; 
For if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen. 

Anth. I am th' unhappy ſubject of theſe na 


Por. Sir, grieve not you; you are welcome, not- 


Ner. 15 I his clerk; therefore be well ab d, 


withſtanding. 
Baſſ. tia 8 me this enforced w ng 
And in the hearing of theſe many friends © (- 
I ſwear tc! thee, ev'n by thine own fair eyes, 


_— + 


5 


Por. Mark you but that! 
In both mine eyes he doubly ſees himſelf; 


In each Je, one; ſwear by your double ſelf, 
And my 's an cath of credit ! 


260 The Merchant of Venice. 


Baſj. Nay, but here me: G 
Pardon this fault, and by my ſoul I ſwear, 
I never miore will break an oath with thee. A 

Anth. J once did lend my body for his weal; Unl 
Which byt for him, that had your huſband's ring, b 
3 I Portia, Wh 
Had quite miſcarry'd. I dare be bound again, A 
My ſoul upon the torfeit, that your lord For 
Will never more break faith adviſedly. Are 

Por. Then you ſhall be his ſurety ; give him this, | F 
And bid him keep it better than the other. My 


Anth.. Here, lord Baſſanio, ſwear to keep this ring. 
Baſſ. By heav'n, it is the ſame I gave the Doctor. 
Por. I had it of him: pardon me, Baſſanio; 

For by this ring the Doctor lay with me. 

| Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 

For that ſame ſcrubbed boy, the Doctor's clerk, 

In lieu of this, laſt night did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high-ways 
In ſummer, where the ways are fair enough: 
What! are we cuckolds, ere we have deſerv'd it? 

Por. Speak not ſo groſly ; you are all amaz'd; 
Here is a letter, read it at your leiſure ; 

It comes from Padua, from Bellario: 

There you ſhall find, that Portia was tne Doctor; 
Neriſſa there, her clerk. Lorenzo, here, 

Shall witneſs I ſet forth as ſoon as you, 

And even but now return'd : I have not yet 
Enter'd my houſe. Anthonio, you are welcome; 
And I have better news in ſtore for you, 

Than you expect ; unſeal this letter ſoon, 

There you ſhall find, three of your Argoſies 


Are richly come to Harbour ſuddenly. of 
You ſhall not know by what ſtrange accident bn. 
I chanced on this letter. | he ha 

Anth. Jam dumb. rortu 


Baſſ. Were you the Doctor, and I knew you not? 
| | 5 Gra. 


Ys 


ot? 
ra. 


45 
1 


The Merchant of Venice. | k 
Gra. Were you the clerk, that, is to make e 
cuckold ? 

Mer. Ay, but theclerk, that never means to d 

Unleſs he live until he be a man. 
Baſſ. Sweet Doctor, you ſhall be my bedfellows; 

When I am abſent, then lie with my wife. 

Anth. Sweet lady, you have giv'n me life and living; 
For here I read for certain, that my ſhips 
Are ſafely. come to road. 

Por. How now, Lorenzo ? 2 
My clerk hath ſome good comforts too for you. 

Ner. Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee 


There do ; give to you and Jeſſica, 5 1 
From the mich Jew, a ſpecial Deed of Gift, * 


After his death, of all he dies poſleſs'd of. 


Lor. Far ladies, you drop Manna in the w_ | 
Of ſtarved people. 


Por. It is almoſt morning, 
And yet, I'm ſure, you are not ſatisfy'd 
Of theſe eyents at full. Let us go in, 
And charge us there upon interr'gatories, 
And we WII anſwer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Le! it be ſo: the firſt interr'gatory, 
That my Neriſſa ſhall be ſworn on, is, 
Whether till the next night ſhe had rather Bay, * 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to day. 
But were 1. day come, I ſhould wiſh it dark, 
Till I werg couching with the Doctor's clerk. + 
Well, he I live, I'll fear no other thing 
So ſore, 1 keeping ſafe Neriſſa's ring. | 7 

9 Exeunt 0 
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La you drop Manna in the way 
Of flarved pebple.] Shakeſpear is not more exact in auy Thing 4 
in adapting his Images with Propriety to his Speakers; of 


he has here gien an Inſtance i in making the young Jeweſs call ” | 
Fortune, Magta. 
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FERDINAND, King of Navarre. 


Biron, ; ( three Lords, attending upon the King in 


Longaville, | has retirement. 
Dumain, 


Boyet, ) Lords, attending upon the Princeſs Ul 
Macard, France. | 


Don Adriano de Armado, a fantoſtical Spain 


Nathaniel, a Curate. | 


Dull, a Conſtable. 


Holofernes, a Schoolmaſter. 


Coſtard, a Clown. 
Moth, Page to Don Adriano de Armado. 


A Foreſter. | IS > 
Princeſs of France. E 

Roſaline, . 

Maria, Ladies, attend] ⁰)q e F8r1nce/s. 
Catharine, 222 


Jaquenetta, a Country Wench. 


Officers, and others,” Attendants upon the King and 
Princeſs. | 


SCENE, the King of New rre's Palace, and the Country 
near it. 
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ACT I SCENT I 


6 PALACE 


— 


Enter thing, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain. 
4 | 5 


 , 
K 1Nnc. * „ 


ET Fame, that all hunt after in theinYives, | 

Live rggiſtred upon our brazen tombs ; | 
And then grace us in the diſgrace of death: 
When, 5 of cormorant devouring time, | 
Th' endeaviur of this preſent: breath may guy 
That honout which ſhall bate his ſcythe's | {or edge; 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 4 
Therefore, bxave Conquerors ! for ſo 0 re, 

8 


E 
* 


That war againſt your own Affections, 
And the hufje army of the world's deſire 
Our late ed&& ſhall ſtrongly ſtand in N 
Navarre ſha'l be the wonder of the world; 
Our Court ball be a little academy, 
Still and contemplative in living arts. 
You three. or Dumain, and Longaville, 


* 
Have ſworn for three years' term to live with me, 


My fellow Scholars; and to keep thoſe Statutes, 
That are re&rded in this ſchedule here. * 

Your oaths g re paſt, and now ſubſcribe your names: 
That his owu hand may ſtrike his honour down, 
That violates the ſmalleſt branch herein: 
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If you are arm d to do, as ſworn to do, 
Subſcribe to your deep oaths, and keep them too. 
Long. Jam reſolv'd; tis but a three years faſt: 

The mind {ſhall banquet tho' the body pine; 

Fat paunches have lean pates; and dainty bits 

Make rich the ribs, but bankerout the wats. 

Dum. My loving lord, Duma is mortify'd : 

The groffer manner of theſe world's delights 

He throws upon the groſs world's baſer ſlaves: 

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die; 

With all theſe living i in philolophy. 

Biron. I can but ſay their proteſtation over, 

So much (dear liege) I have already ſworn, 

That is, to live and ftudy here three years : 

But there are other ſtrict obſervances; 

As, not to ſee a woman in that term, 

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there. 

And one day in a week to touch no food, 

And but one meal on every day beſide; ; 

The which, I hope, is not enrolled there. 

And then to ſleep but three hours in the night, 

And not to be ſeen to wink of all the day; 

(When I was wont to think no harm all night, 

And make a dark night too of half the day; 

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there. \ 

O, theſe are barren taſks, too hard to keep; 

Not to ſee ladies, ſtudy, faſt, not ſleep. 8 
King. Your Oath is palſs'd to pals away from theſe, 
Biron. Let me lay, no, my liege, an' if you pleaſe; 

I only ſwore to ſtudy with your Grace, 

And flay here in your Court for three years' ſpace. 
Long. You {wore to that, Biron, and to the reſt. 
Biron. By yea and nay, Sir, then 1 {wore 1n jett. 

What is the end of ſtudy? let me know ? | 

King. Why, that to know, which elſe we ſhould 

not know. 
Biron. Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from 
common lenle, 


Idava . 2M Ma 


. 


> * 


King, 
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King. Ay? that is ſtudy's god-like recompence. 
Biron. Come on then. I will ſwear to ſtudy ſo, 
To know the thing I am forbid to know; 0 | 
As thus; tc ſtudy where I well may dive." | 

When I to feaſt expreſly am forbid; 

Or ſtudy where to meet ſome miſtreſs fine, 
When miſtreſſes from common ſenſe are gd; ; 
Or, having fvorn too hard-a-keeping oath, 

Study to bra it, and not break my troth. 
If ſtudy's gain be this, and this be ſo, 


* 


Study knows that, which yet it doth not know: 
Swear me tc\ this, and I will ne er ſay, no. 
King. Thele be the ſtops, that hinder ſtudy quite; 
And train our Intellects to vain delight. 
Biron. Why. all delights are vain; but thakr oft vain, 
Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit gain; 
As, painfully to pore upon a book, F 
To ſeek the light of truth; while truth 
Doth falſely lind the eye- ſight of his look 
Light, ſeebing light, doth light of light byguile; 
So, ere you i'nd where light in darkneſs lieg 
Your light gi>ws dark by loſing of your cy 
Study me how to pleaſe the eye indeed. 
By fixing it upon a fairer eye; 
Who dazzling ſo, that eye ſhall be his hoods 
And give 15 light, that it was blinded by. 
Study is likeſthe Heav'ns glorious Sun, 
That will nt be deep ſearch'd with ſaucy looks; 
Small have ccntinual plodders ever won 


Save baſe authority from others' . 


e while 


Theſe earthly godfathers heaven's lights, 


That give azname to every fixed ſtar, 
Have no more profit of their ſhining night! 

Than choſe ghat walk and wot not what tꝭ ey are. 
Joo much td know, is to know nought: b kt feign; 
And every goc father can give a name. ; 

* Too much to know, is to know nought but fame; 


And every God ater can give @ name.] The firſt Line in this Read- 
N 2 ing 


ö — 


Love's Labour's Loft. 
King. How well he's read, to reaſon againſt reading! 
Dum. Proceeding well, to {top all good proceeding. 
Long. He weeds the corn, and ſtill let's grow the 
weeding. 

Biron. The ſpring is near, when green geeſe are a 
breeding. 

Dum. How follows that ? 

Biron. Fit in his place and time. 

Dum. In reaſon nothing. 

Biron. Something then in rhime. 

Long. Biron is like an envious ſneaping froſt, 
That bites the firſt-born infants of the ſpring. 
Biron. Well; ſay, I am; why ſhould proud ſum- 

mer boaſt, 
Before the birds have any cauſe to ling? 

Why ſhould I joy in an abortive birth ? 

At Chriſtmas J no more delire a roſe, 

Than wiſh a ſnow in May's new-fangled ſhows : 

But like of each thing, that in ſeaſon grows, 

So you, to ſtudy now it is too late, 

Climb o'er the houſe t' unlock the little gate. 

King. Well, fit you out Go home, Biron: Adieu! 
Biron. No, my good lord, I've ſworn to ſtay with 
ou. 

And though I have for barbariſm ſpoke more, 
Than for that angel knowledge you can ſay ; 


ing is abſurd and impertinent. There are two W ſetting it right. 
The firſt is to read it thus, 

Too much to know, ts 9 know nought but ſhame; 
This makes a fine Senſe, aad alludes to Adam's Fall, which came from 
the inordinate Paſſion of knowing too much. The other Way is 
to read, and Point it thus, 

Too much to know, ts to know nought : but feign, i. e, to feign. As 
much as to ſay, the Affecting to know too much is the Way to know 


nothing. The Senle, in both theſe Readings, is equally good: But 


with this Difference ; if we read the firſt W ay, the following Line is 
impertinent ; and to ſave the Correction we muſt judge it ſpurious. 
If we read it the ſecond Way, then the following Line completes the 
Senſe. Conſequently the Correction of fergn is to be preferred. 


Yet 
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Yet confident {11 keep what I have ſwores! | 
And bide the penance of each three yeirs' day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the ſame; */ 
And to the ſtrict'ſt decrees I'll write my name. 
King. How well this yielding reſcues thee from 


ſhame !'3 
Biron. Item, Fhat no woman ſhall come within a 
mile of my Court, [Teading. 
Hath this been proclaimed ? | * 


Biron. Let's ſge the penalty. 
On pain of loſiſig her tongue: 
Who devis'd this penalty? 


Long. Soccer did J. 


Long. Four 5 ago. 


0 1 | | 
| [reading. - 
« Kt 


Biron. Sweetglord, and why ? | \ 

Long. To fright them hence with that{dread pe- 
nalty. | 

Biron A dangerous law againſt zentilinÞ 

Item, [readings] If any man be ſeen to talk with a 


My 


woman within the term of three Years, he ſhall en- 


dure ſuch public ſhame as the reſt of the * can 
poſſibly deviſe. 
This article, my liege, yourſelf muſt bre k; 
For, well yo know, here comes in emk ily 
The French Rik, s daughter with yourſelf to ſpeak, 
A maid of grace and complete erf | 
About Surrender up of Aquitain 
To her decripit, lick, and bed-rid fatheg 
Therefore this article is made in vain, A. 
Or vainly comes th' admired Princeſs \ array 
King. What ſay you, lords? why, ti was quite 


forgot. 
Biron. So ſtudy evermore is a  # 
While it doth ſtudy to have what it would 
It doth forget to do the thing it ſhould: & 
And when it hach the thing it hunteth moſt, 
"Tis won, as towns with Fire; ſo won, ſo loſt. 
| N 3 LINN King. 
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King. We muſt, of force, diſpenſe with this decree: 
She muſt lie here on mere necellity. 
Biron. Neceſſity will make us all ſorſworn 
Three thouſand times within this three years) 
ſpace: 
For cvery man with his affects is born: 
Not by might maſter'd, but by ſpecial grace. 


If I break faith, this word ſhall ſpeak for me: 


I am forſworn on mere neceſſity. 
So to the laws at large I write my name, 
And he, that breaks them in the leaſt degree, 
Stands in Attainder of eternal ſhame. | 
Suggeſtions are to others, as to me; 
But, I believe, although I ſeem fo loth, 
I am the laſt that will laſt keep his oath. 
But is there no quick recreation granted? 
King. Ay. that there is; our Court, you know, 1s 
haunted 
With a refined aller of Spar, 
A man in all the world's new faſhion planted, 
That hath a mint of phraſes in his brain : 
One, whom the muſic of his own vain tongue 
Doth raviſh, like inchanting harmony: 
A man of compliments, whom right and wrong 
Have choſe as umpire of their mutiny. 
This child of fancy, that Armado hight, 
For interim to our Studies, ſhall relate 
In high-born words the worth of many a Knight 
From taw ny Shain, loſt in the world's debate. 
How you delight, my lords, I know not, I; | 


But, I proteſt, 1 love to hear him lie; 


And I will uſe him for my minſtrelſy. 
Biron. Amado is a molt illuſtrious wight, 
A man of hre-new words, faſhion's own Knight. 
Long. Cojtard the ſwain, and he, ſhall be our ſport; 
And, ſo to ſtudy, three Fw are but ſhort. 


SCENE 


habe, dd » Av wc _ + « => 
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| 1 . 
Enter Dull and Coſtard with a 105 
Dull. HIC H is the King's own perſin? 
W Biron. This, * . uld'ſt? 

Dull. 1 mylelf reprehend his own perſon, for I am 
his Grace's Tharborough: but I would ſee his own 
perſon in fleſh and blood. 

Biron. . This 1s he. | 

Dull. Signior Arme, Arme commends you. 
There's villany abroad; this letter will tell you more. 

Coſt. Sir, the Contempts thereof are LY touching 
me. 


King. A letter from the magnificent hm 


Biron. How low ſoever the matter, I Hope in God 
for high words, 1 
Long. A high hope for a low having; 
us patience !. 
Biron. To hear, or forbear Ko - 


or to Afb both. 
Biron. Well, Sir, be it as the stile 
cauſe to climb in the merrineſs. | 
Coſt. The matter is to me, 555 as con erning Ja- 
quenetta. ; M 
The manner of it is, I was ben! in the manner. 
Biron. In what manner? . 
Coſt. In manner and form, following, Ar; all thoſe 
three. I was ſeen with her in the Mano$houſe, fit- 
ting with her upon the Form, and take 1 following. 
her into the park ; which, put together, iL in manner 
and form following. Now, Sir, for theßmanner: it 
1s the manner of a man to ſpeak t to a wor: an; for the 
form, in ſome form. ++ 
Biron. For the follo: wing, Sir? 8 
Coſt. As it ſhall follow in my correctiq́; 
defend the right! | 
N 4 


272 Love's Labour's Loft. 


King. Will you hear the letter with attention ? 
Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 
Coſt. Such is the ſimplicity of man to hearken after 
the fleſh. f 
King reads. CG REAT deputy, the welkin's vice-gerent, 
and ſole dominator of Navarre, my foul's 
earth's God, and body's ſoſiring patron 
Coſt. Not a word of Gd yet. 
King. So it is | 
Coſt. It may be ſo ; but if he ſay it is ſo, he is, in 
telling true, but ſo, ſo. 
King. Peace | 
Coſt. Be to me. and every man that dares not fight! 
King. No words 
Cojt. Of other men's ſecrets. I beſeech you. 
King. So it ig, Pifteged with ſable- coloured melancholy, 
I did commend the black oppreſſing humour to the maſt whole- 
ſome pliyfic of thy health-giving air; and as J am a gen- 
tleman, betook myſelf to walk : The time, when %gpbout the 
fixth hour, when beaſts moſt graze, birds beſt peck, and men 
fit down to that nouriſiment which is cail'd ſupper : fo 


that obſcene and moſt prepoſterous coent, that draweth 
from my ſnow-white pen the ebon-colour'd ink, which here 
thou vieweſt, beholdeſt, ſurveyeſt, or ſecſt. But to the place, 
where; It ſiandeth north-north-eaſt and by eaſt from the 
weſt corner of thy curious-knotted garden. There did I ſee 
that low-ſpirited ſwain, that baſe minow of thy mirth, 
(Coft. Me ?) that unletter'd ſmall-knowing ſoul, (Coſt. Me?) 
that ſhallow vaſſal, (Coſt. Still me?) which, as I remem- 
ber, hight Coſtard; (Coſt. O me !) ſorted and conſorted, 
contrary to thy eſtabliſhed proclaimed edict and continent 
canon, with, with, 0 with, but with this I paſſion 
to ſay wherewith: | 
Coſt. With a wench. 


King. With a child of our grandmother Eve, a female ; 


| or 
| | 


much for the time, when, Now for the ground, which : 
which, I mean, I walkt upon; it is ycleped. thy park. Then 
for the place, where ; where, I mean, I did encounter 


th 


V1 


fa 


P 
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* | 


or for thy more underſtanding, a woman; hin, I (as my 


ever-eſteem'd duty pricks me on) have ſent to af; to receive 
the meed of puniſhment, by thy ſweet Grace's g ficer, An- 
thony Dull, a man of good repute, carriage, wing and 
eſtimation. ; 
Dull. Me, an't ſhall pleaſe you: I am Anthony 


Dull. 

King. For Jaquenetta, (ſo is the weaker 1 call d) 
which I apprehended with the aforeſaid ſwain, Þkeep her as 
a vaſſal of thy law's fury, and ſhall at the leaſt of thy ſweet 
notice bring her to trial. Thine in all complimt ts of devo- 
ted and heart-burning heat of duty, 


Don Adriano a Armkdbi 


Biron. This is not ſo well as I look'd yy but the 
beſt that ever. I heard. | 

King. Ay; the beſt for the worlt, it, ſirrah, 
what ſay you to this ? 

Coſt. Sir, I confeſs the wench. | 

King. Did you hear the proclamation ;, 

Coſt. I do confeſs much of the hearing? t, but lit- 
tle of the marking of it. a 

King. It was proclaim'd a year's pri ment to 
be taken with a vench. | 

Coſt. I was taken with none, Sir, I was taken with 
a damoſel. 

King. Well, it was proclaimed damoſel. 

Coſt. This was no damoſel neither, Sir, ſhe was a 
virgin. 

King. It is ſo varied too, for it was procla n'd virgin. 

Coſt. If it were, I deny her virginity: # was taken 
with a maid. 

King. This maid will not ſerve your ty in, Sir. 

Coſt. This maid will ſerve my turn, 8 

King. Sir, I will pronounce ſentence] you ſhall 
faſt a week with bran and water. 


Coſt. I had rather pray a month with 4 LY and 
porridge, s - 
Y King. 


dn 


* 
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Kee! And Don Armado ſhall be your keeper. My 
lord Biron, ſee him deliver'd o'er. 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that, 
Which each to other hath ſo ſtrongly ſworn. 
| | [ Exeunt, 

Biron. I'll lay my head to any good man's hat, 

Theſe oaths and laws will prove an idle ſcorn. 
Sirrah, come on. 

Coſt. J ſuffer for the truth, Sir: for true it is, I was 
taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true girl; 
and therefore welcome the four cup of proſperity : 
affliction may one day ſmile again, and until then, 
lit thee down, ſorrow. [ Exeunt. 


S»>TENE_. HUE 


Changes to Armado's Houſe. 


Enter Armado, and Moth. 


Arm. BY V, what fign is it, when a man of great 
ſpirit grows melancholy ? 
Moth. A great ſign, Sir, that he will look ſad. 
Arm. Why, ſadnels is one and the ſelf-ſame thing, 
dear imp. | 
Moth. No. no; O lord, Sir, no. 
Arm. How can'it thou part ſadneſs and melan- 
choly, my tender Juvenile? | 
Moth, By a familiar demonſtration of the working, 
my tough Signior. 
Arm, Why, tough Signior? why, tough Signior ? 
Moth. Why, tender Juvenile? why, tender Juvenile? 
Arm. I ſpoke it, tender Juvenile, as a congruent 
. epitheton, appertaining to thy young days, which 
we may nominate tender. | 
Moth. And I tough Signior, as an appertinent title 
to your old time, 'which we may name tough. 
Arm. Pretty and apt. 


4 


Moth. | 


be 


no 
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Moth. How mean you, Sir, I pretty, à id my ſay- 
ing apt ? or I apt, and my ſaying pretty. | 
Arm. Thon pretty, becauſe little. 
Moth. Little! pretty, becauſe little; whigefore apt? 


Arm. And therefore apt, becauſe quig 
Moth. Speak you this in my praiſe, 
Arm. In thy condign praiſe. 
Moth. I will praiſe an eel with the ſands praiſe. 
Arm. What ? that an eel 1s ingenious. F 
Moth. That an eel is quick. 
Arm. I do ſay, thou are quick in anſy ers. Thou 
heat'ſt my blood. 1 
Moth. I am anſwer'd, Sir. 
Arm. I love not to be croſt. 
Moth. He ſpeaks the clean contrary, 
not him. | 8 
Arm. I have promis d o ſtudy three yes with the 
King. | 4 
Moth. You may do it in an hour, Sir. 
Arm. Impoſſible. | 
Moth. How manv is one thrice told? *; * 
Arm. I am ill at * . it fits the W of a 


roſſes love 


_ tapſter. 

Moth. You are a gentléman, and a garilefter. 

Arm. I confeſs both; phey are both t ſe varniſh of 
a complete man. 

Moth. Then, I am ſure, you know how much the 
groſs ſuni of deuce-ace amounts to. ; 

Arm. It doth amount to one more that two. 

Moth, Which the baſefvulgar call, mY 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Why. Sir, is this fuch a piec 
now here's three ſtudied ere you'll thrice wnk ; and 
how eaſy is it to put years to the word ee, and 
ſtudy three years in two words, the dancing-horſe 
will tell you. 

Arm. A molt fine bete 

Moth. Io prove yOu: a rden 


Jol ſtudy ? 


Arm, 


2 
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Arm, I will hereupon confeſs, I am in love; and 
as it is baſe for a ſoldier to love, ſo I am in love with 
a baſe wench. If drawing my ſword againſt the hu- 
mour of affection would deliver me from the repro- 
bate thought of it, I would take Deſire priſoner; and 
ranſom him to any French courtier for a new devis'd 
court'ſy. TI think it ſcorn to ſigh ; methinks, I ſhould 
out- ſwear Cupid. Comfort me, boy; what great men 
have been in love? 

Moth. Hercules, maſter. 

Arm. Moſt ſweet Hercules! More authority, dear 
boy, name more: and, ſweet my child, let them be 
men of good repute and carriage. 

Moth. - Sampſon, maſter; he was a man of good car- 
riage; great carriage; for he carried the town- gates 
on his back like a porter, and he was in love. 

Arm. O well Knit Sampſon, firong-jointed Sampſon! 
I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou didſt 
me in carry ing gates. I am in love too. Who was 
Sampſon's love, my dear Moth? 

Moth. A woman, maſter. 

Arm. Of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or che two, or 
one of the four. 

Arm. Tell me preciſely of what complexion? 

Moth. Of the lea-water green, Sir. 

Arm, Is that one of the tour complexions ? 

Moth. As I have read, Sir, and the belt of them too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers; but 
to have a love of that colour, methinks, Sampſon had 
ſmall reaſon for it. He, ſurely, affected her for her wit. 

Moth. It was fo, Sir, for the had a green wit. 

Arm. My love is moſt immaculate white and red. 

Moth. Moſt maculate thoughts, Maſter, are maſł' d 
under ſuch colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant. 

Moth. My father's wit, and my mother's tongue, 
alliſt me 

| Arm 


hr ql} but 
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Arm. Sweet invocation of a child, moſt* 
athetical ! [ N 
Moth. If ſhe be ma e of white and red, ® _ 
Her faults will re'er be known; 5 
For bluſhing cheeks hy faults are bred, N 
And fears by pgle-white fhown; 


Then if ſhe fear, or He to blame, F 


By this you ſha. I not know; 4 
For ſtill her cheeks poſſeſs the ſame, 

Which _—ﬀF doth owe. 
A dangerous rhime, maſter, againſt the don of 
white and red. 0 * 

Arm. Is there no. a ballad, boy, of the, ng and 
the Beggar ? 

Moth. The worldf vas guilty of ſuch a ball? 1 
three ages ſince, But, I think, now 'tis no to be 
found; or it it weie, it would neither ſerve%or the 
writing, nor the tune. ; 

Arm, I will have:that ſubject newly writ o, that 
I may example my digreſſion by ſome mighty preſi- 
dent. Boy, I do fove that country girl, that I took 
in the park with the rational hind Coſtard; the de- 
ſerves well 

Moth. To be whi PP d: and yet a better lov! than 
my maſter deſerve 

Arm, Sing. bot; my ſpirit grows heavy in Hve. 

Moth. And that s great marvel loving a light wnch. 

Arm. I ſay, in; * 

Moth. Forbearſſill this company is paſt. \ 


0 . 
4 


S0 EN E IV. 


Enter Coltard, Dull, Jaquenetta a Maid. 


Dull. IR, thg King's pleaſure is. that you keep 
Coſtar fate, and you mult let him take no 
delight, nor 72 ; but he mult faſt three days 
a week. For this damſel, I muſt keep her at the 
park, ſhe is allo d for the day-woman. Fa e you 
well. Arm. 
1 8. 
: . 
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Arm. I do betray myſelf with bluſhing : maid, — 
Jag. Man, 
Arm. I will viſit thee at the lodge. 

Jag. That's here by. 

Arm. I know, where it is ſituate. 

Jag. Lord, how wiſe you are: 

Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 

Jaq. With that face ? 

Arm. I love thee. 

Jaq. So J heard you ſay. 

Arm. And ſo farewel. 

Jag. Fair weather after you ! 

Dull. Come, Jaquenetta. awa 

[ Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta. 

Arm. Villain, thou ſhalt faſt for thy A ere 
thou be pardoned. 

Coſt. Well, Sir, I hope, . do it, 1 mall do 
it on a full tomach. 

Arm. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſh'd. 

U Cojt. T am more bound to you, than your followers; 
for they are but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Take away this villain, ſhut him u 

Moth. Come, you tranſgreiling {lave, away 

Coſt. Let me not be pent up, Sir; I will faſt, be- 
ing loole. 

Moth. No, Sir, that were faſt and looſe; thou ſhalt 
to priſon. 

Coft. Well, if ever I do ice the merry days of de- 
ſolation that I have ſeen, ſome thall ſee 

Moth. What ſhall ſome ſee ? 

Coſt. Nay, nothing, maſjer Moth, but what they 
look upon. It is not for priſoners to be ſilent in their 
words, and therefore I will fay nothing; I thank 
God, I have as little patience as another man, and 
therefore I can be quiet. | Exeunt Moth and Coſtard. 
Arm. I do affect the very ground ( hich is baſe) 
where her ſhoe (which is baſer) guided by her foot 
(which is baſeſt) doth tread. I ihall be forſworn, 

| which 


f 
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which is a gre it argument of falſhood, if | love. 
And how can {hat be true love, whick is fa ely at- 
tempted? love is a familiar, love is a devil chere is 
no evil angel but love, yet. Sampſon was ſo @mpted, 
and he had an excellent ſtrength; yet was Solomon 
ſo ſeduced, 5 he had a very good wit. Cupid's 


Dm 


but-thaft is t$ hard for Hereules's club. and there- 
fore too muck odds for a Spantard's rapier; the firſt 
and ſecond canſe will not ſerve my turn; the Paſſado 
he reſpects not, the Ducllo he regards not; his diſ- 
grace is to be.call'd boy; but his glory is to ſubdue 
men. Adieu, valour! ruſt, rapier! be ſtil, drum! 
for your manager is in love; yea, he lovet! . Aſſiſt 


me, ſome extgmporal God of Thime, for, 2 ſure, 


I ſhall turn ſonnettecr. Deviſe wit, writebpen, for 


I am for whole volumes in folto. Exit. 


7 
4 
H 

2 


ACT U. s EN EI 


Before the Ring of Naverre's Pal 75 


Enter the Princeſs of France, Roſaline, Mars 
rine, Poyet, Lords and other Attenda 


- BOYET. 


N W, Madam, ſummon up your deare?) \ ſpiries; 


Conliger, whom the King your ſatheg ſends; 
To whom he ſends, and what's his embaſlgg 
Yourſelf, m__ precious in the world's elto@n 
To parley with the ſole inheritor | 
Of all * ions that a man may Owe, | 
Matchleſs Navarre; the plea, of no leſs weight 
Than Aquit. In, a dowry for a Queen. 
Be now as, prodigal of all dear grace, 
As nature was in making graccs dear, 
When ſhe: did ſtarve the general world beſide, 
And proqygally ou them all to you. | 


Prin. - 


_ 
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mean, 

Needs not the painted Boneith of your praiſe; ; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 
Not utter'd by baſe ſale of chapmens' tongues. 
I am leſs proud to hear you tell my worth, 
Than you much willing to be counted wile, 
In {pending thus your wit in praiſe of mine. 
But now, to talk the taſker; good Boyet, 

You are not 1gnorant, all-telling tame 

Doth noiſe abroad, Navarre hath made a vow. 
Till painful ſtudy ſhall out-wear three years. 
No woman may approach his ſilent Court; 
Thereſore to us ſeems it a needful courſe, 
Before we enter his forbidden gates, 

To know his pleaſure; and in that behalf, 
Bold of your worthineſs, we ſingle you 

As our beſt-moving fair ſolicitor. 

Tell. him, the daughter of the King of France, 
On A buſineſs, craving quick diſpatch, 
Importunes perſonal conference with his Grace. 
Halte, hgnify ſo much, while we attend, 

Like humble-vilag'd ſuitors, his high v ill. 


Prin. All pride 1s willing pride, and yours is ſo; 
Who are the votaries, my lovi ing lords, 

That are vow-tellows with this virtuous Binge 
Lord. Longavile is one. 

Prin. Know ye tlie man? 

Mar. I knew him, Madam, at a marriage-feaſt, 
Between lord Per:gort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Faulconbridge lolemnized. 

In Normandy ſaw I this Longaville, 

A man of ſovereign parts he is eſteem'd ; 

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms, 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 
The only foil of his fair virtue's gloſs, 

(If virtue's gloſs will ſtain with any ſoil,) 


6 


Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but 


Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. [ Exit. 


Is 
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it, match'd with too blunt a wi'l; 
ye hath power to cut, whoſe will: Ell wills 
It ſhould? pare none, that come within his; power. 


Prin. Some merry-mocking lord, belike; às't ſo? 
Mar. They ſay ſo moſt, that mod his 


know. 
Prin. 15 ſhort-liv'd wits do wither as t 
Who art: the reſt ? 

Cath. I he young Dumain, a w cll-accompliſl dyouth, 
Of all ze virtue love, for virtue lovd. _ 
Moſt power to do moſt harm, leaſt knowing ill; 
For he hath wit to make an ill ſhape good, 
And ſhape to win grace, tho' he had no wit. 
I ſaw him at the Duke Alanſon's Once, + 
And much too little of that good I ſaw, | 
Is my report to his great worthinels. Fl 

Ro. other of theſe ſtudents at that t1 
Was thefe with him, as I have heard a ry ch; 
Biron they call him; but a merrier man, 
Within 1 limit of becoming mirth, . 
J never tent an hour's talk withal. | t - 
His eye | egets occaſion for his wit; * 
For every object, that the one doth catch, 7 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jelt; > 
Which hjs fair tongue (conceit's wo 
Delivery ſuch apt and gracious words 
That aged ears play truant at his tales; 
And y duͤnger hearings are quite caviſhedf 
So . and voluble is his diſcourſe. | 

Prin. God bleſs my ladies, are they all in love, 
That every one her own hath garniſhed / | 
With 4 bedecking ornaments of praiſe, 

Mar . ere comes Boyet. 8 

* Enter et. 

Prin. -! Low, what admittance, Lord? _ 

Boyet, Navarre had notice of your fair approach; 
And he and his competitors in oath i 

Were 
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Were all addreſt to meet you, gentle lady, 
Before I came: marry, thus much I've learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field. 
Like one that comes here to beſiege his Court, 
Than ſeek a diſpenſation for his oath, 

To let you enter his unpeopled houſe. 

Here comes Navarre. 


SCENE UN. 


Enter the Ring, Longaville, Dumain, Biron, and 


Attendants. 
King. F* IR Princeſs, welcome to the Court of 
Navarre. 

Prin. Fair, I give you back again; and welcome 
I have not yet: the roof of this Court is too high 
to be yours; and welcome to the wide 125 too baſe 
to be mine. 

King. You ſhall be welcome, Madam, to my Court. 

Prin. I will be welcome then; conduct me thither. 

King. Hear me, dear lady, I have ſworn an oath, 

Prin. Our Lady help my lord! he'll be forſworn. 

King. Not for the world, fair Madam, by my will. 

Prin, Why, Will ſhall break its will, and nothing 

elſe. | 

King. Your ladyſhip is ignorant what it is. 

Px. Were my Lord ſo, his ignorance were wile, 
Where now his knowledge muſt prove 1gnorance. 
I hear, your Grace hath fworn out houſe-keeping : 
Tis deadly fin to keep that oath, my Lord; 

Not fin to break it. — 

But pardon me, I am too ſudden bold: 

To teach a teacher ill beleemeth me. 

Vouchſaje to read the purpole of my Coming, 
- And ſuddenly reſolve me in my ſuit. 

King. Madam, I will, if ſuddenly I may. 

\ Prin: You will the ſooner. that I were away; 


For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me ſtay. 


F ; 


Biron. 


i Love's Labour's Loſt. 
Biron. Pid not I dance with you in Brag nt once ? 
R/. D d not I dance with you in Braba n once? 
Biron. , know, you did. 

Roſ. How needleſs was it then to aſk the queſtion ? 


Biron. You muſt not be ſo quick. \ 
RS“. Hs long of you, that ſpur me ih ſuch 


9 leſtions. 5 
Biron. Your wit's too hot, it ſpeeds tooaſt, twill 


tie. 
Ro. Net ' till it leave the rider in the . 
Biron: What time o'day ? 
R/. The hour, that fools ſhould aſk. 


Biron. Now fair befal your maſæk! * 
Rof. Fr fall the face it covers! | 
Biron. And ſend you many lovers! 4 


Ro/. Ainen, ſo you be none ! : 

Biron. May. then will I be gone. $ 

King. Madam, your father here doth . ate 
N 2 


The payment of a hundred thouſand cro 


Being but th' one half of an intire ſum, 
Diſburſed;by my father in his wars. 

But lay. at he, or we, as neither have, 
Receiv'd that ſara ; yet there remains unpaid | 
A hundred td more; in ſurety of che which, 
One part f Aquitain is bound to us, f 
Although not vaju'd to the money's worth? 
If then the King your father will reſtore 
But that gne half which is unſatisfy'd, | 
We will Five up our right in Aquitain, 4 
And hold fair friendſhip with his Majeſty: F 

But that, t feems, he little purpoſeth, 1 

For here he doth demand to have repaid x 8 
An hundted thouſand crowns, and not * 
On payment of an hundred thouſand crow 

To have his title live in Aquitain, 
Which we much rather had depart withal, 7 
And ha the money by our father lent, 
Than aqui itain ſo gelded as it is. 
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Dear Princeſs, were not his requeſts ſo far 
From reaſon's yielding, your fair ſelf ſhould make 
A yielding 'gainſt ſome reaſon in my breaſt ; 

And go well ſatisfied to France again. 

Prin. You do the King my father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In ſo unſeeming to conleſs receipt 
Of that, which hath ſo faithfully been paid. 

Ring. I do proteſt, I never heard of it; 
And if you prove it, III repay it back, 
Or yield up Aquitain. 

Prin. We arreſt your word: 
Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For ſuch a ſum, from ſpecial officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King. Satisfy me ſo. 

Boyet. So pleaſe your Grace, the packet i is not come, 
Where that and other ſpecialties are bound: 
To-morrow you ſhall have a ſight of them. 

King. It ſhall ſuffice me; at which interview, 
All liberal reaſon I will yield unto : 
Mean time, receive ſuch welcome at my hand, 
As honour without breach of honour may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthine!ts. 
Jou may not come, fair Princeſs, in my gates; 
But here, without, you ſhall be ſo receivd, 
As you ſhall deem yourſelf lodg'd in my heart, 
Tho' fo deny'd fair harbour in my houſe: 
Your own good thoughts excuſe me, and farewel ; 
To-morrow we ſhall vilit you again. 

Prin. Sweet health and fair deſires conſort your 

Grace! 

King. Thy own Wiſh wiſh I thee, in every 172 

xt. 

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own heart. 

Ro/. I pray you, do my commendations ; 
I would be glad to ſee it. 

Biron. I would, you heard it groan. 


Rol. 


| _ 


— 


— 
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Not 
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Do Agallant lady; Monſieur, fare you well. 


She is an heir of Faulconbridge. 


Not a we d with him but a jeſt. 


8 
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Roſ. Is the fool ſick ? 
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Biron. Sick at the heart. | Es ' | 
Ro. Alck, let it blood. a 
Biron. Would that do it good? - 


Roſ. My phyſic ſays, ay 

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye? 
Roſ. No, poynt. with my knife. 

Biron. Now God fave thy life ! 1 
Roſ. And yours from long living! 


Biron. T:cannot ſtay thankſgiving. fo Vie 
Dum. Sir, 1 pray you a word: what lady is * 
ſame? . 


Boyet. Ihe heir of Alanſon, Roſaline her name. 


Exit. | 

Long. 1 . you, a word: what is ſhe in uh te? 

Boyet. | oo ſometimes, if you ſaw ber in he 
light 

Long. Perchance, light in the light; I deſire r 
name. 

Boyet. She hath but one for herſelf; to defire Th 
were a ſhame. K 

Long. Pray you, Sir, whoſe daughter? f 

Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 4 

Long. God's bleſſing on your beard! 

Boyet. Good Sir, be not offended. 


Long. DA my choller is ended: 
She 1s a ſt ſweet lady. | 
Boyet. Not unlike, Sir; that may be, [Exit Long, 


Biron. hat s her name in the cap? 


Boyet. Githarine, by good hap 

Biron. Is ſhe wedded, or no ? 

Boyet. To her will, Sir, or ſo. 
Biron. You are welcome, Sir; adieu! 1 
Boyet. Farewel to me, Sir, and welcome to you. 


Exit Biron“ 
Mar. That laſt i 18 Biron, * merry mad- cap lord; | 


Bapech | 
: 
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Boyet. And every jeſt but a word. Hi 
Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his Th 
word. Il 
Boyet. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to Ar 
board. 
Mar. Two hot ſheeps, marry. 
Boyet. And whercfore not ſhips? 
No ſheep, (ſweet lamb) unleſs we feed on your lips. 10 
Mar. You ſheep, and I paſture; ſhall that finiſh By 
the jeſt? 
Boyet. So you grant paſture for me. | 
Mar. Not ſo, gentle beaſt; | 
My lips are no common, though ſeveral they be. 
Boyet. Belonging to whom? 


Mar. To wy tortunes and me. 
Prin. Good wits will be jangling; but, gentles, 
agree. 
This civil war of wits were much better us'd 
On Navarre, and his book-men; for here 'tis abus'd. 

Boyet. If my obſervation, (which very ſeldom lies) 
By the heart's {till rhetoric, diſcloſed with eyes, 
Deceive me not now. Navarre is infected. 

Prin. With what? 

Boyet. With that which we lovers intitle affected. 

Prin. Your reaſon ? 

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their retire 
To the Court of his eye, peeping thorough deſire: 
His heart, like an agat with your print impreſſed, V 

, 


1 1 ES 1 ON 


Proud with his form, in his eye pride expreſſed: 
His tongue, all impatient to ſpeak and not ſee, 
Did ſtumble with haſte in his eye-light to be: 
All ſenſes to that ſenſe did make their repair, 


To feel only looking on faireſt of fair ; f wi! 
Methought, all his ſenſes were lock'd in his eye, lov 
As jewels in cryſtal for ſome Prince to buy; F 
Who tend'ring their own worth, from whence they "WY 

were glalst, 7 
Did point out to buy them, along as you paſt, J 


* His 


11S 


th 


re 
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Boyet. You are too hard tor me. | — t. 
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His face g own margent did quote ſuch amazes, +; 
That allFyes ſaw his eyes inchanted with gazes:“ 
I'll give Fou Aquitain, and all that is his, ; 
An' you'give him for my fake but one loving kit. 

Prin. Come, to our pavilion: Boyet is diſpos'd; - 


Be Ps to ſpeak that in words, which his ye | 
1 


ath diſclos'd; 
I only hwe made a mouth of his eye. 
By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. % _ 
Ro/. Thou art an old love-monger, and ſpeakeſt 


ilfully. | A: 
Mar. Me is Cupid's grandfather, and learns news of 
lim. 


Roj. Then was Venus like her mother, for her father 
13 but grim, "75. 40M 

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches? 8 

Mar. No. F 


Boyet. What then, do you ſee? . 
Ro/. Ay, our way to be gone. I 


" 
* 
3 
14 


A Jr in. SCENE I. 
* The Park; near the Palace. ; 
[ Enter Armado and Moth. ' 5 
ARMAPDO. 8 | 


ARBL E, child; make paſſionate my ſenſe 


ofÞearing. 


Moth. Goncolinel [Singt ig 
Arm. Spe Air! go, tenderneſs of years; take t118 
key, giveſenlargement to the ſwain; bring him ſqͥ fi- 
nately hiſher: I muit employ him in a letter to yiy 


' 


love. ; : "123-4 
Moth. Maſter, will you win your love with a Fret ! 
brawl? 4 | 
Arm. 


Hig mean'ſt thou, brawling in French ? 
A 
4 


1 


288 Love's Labour's Loſt. 


Moth. No, my complete maſter; but to jig off a 
tune atthe tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, 
humour it with turning up your eye-lids ; ſigh a note 
and ſing a note; ſometimes through the throat, as if 

ou ſwallow'd love with ſinging love; ſometimes 
through the noſe, as if you ſnutt up love by ſmelling 
love; with your hat penthouſe-like, o'er the ſhop of 
your eyes; with your arms croſt on your thin- -belly 
doublet, like a rabbet on a ſpit; or your hands in 
your pocket, like a man after the old painting; and 

keep not too long in one tune, but a ſnip and away: 

* theſe are compliſhments, theſe are humours; theſe 
betray nice wenches that would be betray'd without 
theſe, and make them men of note (do you note me?) 
that are moſt affected to theſe ? 

Arm. How haſt thou purchas'd this experience ? 

Moth. By my pen of obſervation. 

Arm. But O, but O 

Moth. The hobby-horſe is forgot. 

Arm. Call'ſt thou my love hobby-horſe? 

Moth. No, maſter; the hobby-horſe is but a colt, 
and your love, perhaps, a hackney: but have you 
forgot yourlove? 

Arm. Almoſt I had. 

Moth. Negligent ſtudent, learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, maſter: all thoſe three I 
will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove? 

Moth. A man, if 1 live: And this by, in, and out 
of, upon the inſtant: by heart you love her, becaule 
your heart cannot come by her: in heart you love 
her, becauſe your heart is in love with her; and out 
of heart you love her, being out of heart that you 
cannot enjoy her, 

Arm. I am all theſe three. 

# Zheſe are compliments. ] We ſhould read, 'compliſhments, i. e. 
accompliſhments. 
Moth, 
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Moth. And three times as much more, and yet 1 
thing at 


Arm. Feich hither the ſwain, he muſt carry me ic 
letter. A 

Moth. A meſſage well ſympathiz d; a Rods to 
embaſlados for an aſs. 

Arm. Ha, ha; what ſay'ſt thou? 


Moth. 15 Sir, you muſt ſend the aſs upon th 
horſe, forme is very flow-gaited: but I go. 

Arm. The way is but ſhort; away. 

Moth. As ſwift as lead, Sir. 

Arm. Ti; y meaning, pretty ingenious ? 
Is not lead of metal heavy, dull and flow? 

Moth. Minime, honeſt maſter; or rather maſter, no. 

Arm. I fay, lead is flow. 


Moth. 5 are too ſwift, Sir, to ſay ſo. 
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Is that leaf ſlow, Sir, whachsi is hr'd from a gun? 
Arm. Sy'eet ſmoke of rhetoric! 
He reputei\me a cannon; and the bullet, ad 8 "1 
I ſhoot the: at the ſWwain. 
Motk Thump then, and I fly. x1 
Arm. A Rod 
grace; 


By thy favour, ſweet welkin, I muſt ſigh in thy ad, 


Moſt rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 
My herald is return dz. 


acute Juvenile, voluble and A 


4 
1 


5 8 0 E N E II. 
; Wi Moth and Coſtard. 


Moth. A Vonder, maſter, here's a Cofard broke 
in a ſhin. 


Arm. Some enigma, ſome riddle; come, thy envoy 


begin. >; 3 
Coſt. No egma, no riddle; no \ { envoy; no ſalve i 
the male, Si. O Sir, plantan, a plain plantan; no 
Penvoy, no Vettvoy, or ſalve, Sir, but plantan. ! 


Vor. Il, # 0 | Art. 


7 


5 * 
7 8 


290 Loves Labour's Loft. 
Arm. By vertue, thou enforceſt laughter; thy ſilly 
thought, my ſpleen ; the heaving of my lungs pro- 


vokes me to ridiculous ſmiling: O pardon me, my 


ſtars ! doth the inconſiderate take ſalve for envoy, and 
the word [envoy for a ſalve? 
Moth. Doth the wiſe think them other? is not 
P envoy a ſalve? 
Arm. No, page, it is an epilogue or diſcourſe, to 
make plain. 
Some obſcure precedence that hath tofore been ſain. 
I will example it. Now will I begin your moral, and 
do you follow with my env 
The fox, the ape, and the bumble⸗ bee. 
Were ſtill at odds, being but three. 
There's the moral, now the {envoy. 
Moth. I will add the Fenvoy; ſay the morkl again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were ſtill at odds. being but three. 
Moth. Until the gooſe came out of door, 
And ſtay d the odds by adding four, 
A good l' envoy, ending in the gooſe; would you de- 
ſire more? 
Coſt. The boy hath ſold him a ae ; A goole, 
that's flat ; 
Sir, your penny-worth is good, an' your zbole be fat, 
To ſell a bargain well is as cunning as fait and looſe. 
Let me ſee a fat envoy; I, that's a fat gooſe. 
Arm. Come hither, come hither : 
How did this argument begin ? 
Moſt. By ſaying, that a * was broken in a 
in. 
Then call'd you for a envoy. 
Coſt. True, and I for a plantan ; 
Thus came the argument in; 
Then the boy's fat envoy, the goole that you bought, 
And he ended the market. 
Arm. But tell me; how was there a Coftard broken 
in a {hin ? 


F 
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Moth. 1 wih tell you ſenſibly. 
Coſt. ThoubShaſt no feeling of it, Moth. 
T will ſpeak that envoy. 
Coſtard running out, that was ſafely within, | 
Fell over the threſhold and broke my ſhin. 
Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. 


Coſt. Till there be more matter in the ſhin. £ 
Arm. Sirraly Coſtard, I will infganchiſe thee. |, 
Coſt. O, marry me to one Frandig; I ſwell me 


envoy, ſome gDoſe i in this, 
Arm. By my ſweet ſoul, I mean, ſetting they 
liberty; enfreec oming thy perſon ; thou wert imm 
reſtrained, captivated, bound. | 
Coſt. True, true, and now you will be my pu 


4 


tion, and let looſe. J 
Arm. I give ghee thy liberty, ſet thee f funk durafh 
and, in lieu thereof, impoſe on thee nothing but this; 
bear this ſignit cant to the country-maid Jaquene ia; 
there is remuneration; for the beſt ward of mine yo- 
nours is NY my dependants. Moth, follow! — 
[Ex. 
Mon. Like the ſequele, I. Signior Coſtard, adigi 
[ Ext 
Coſt. My [wee ounce of man's fleſh, my in- co y 


| jewel! Nie WIH I look to his remuneration. B 


muneration ! 75 that's the Latin word for three f- 
things: three f4rthings remuneration: What's ti 
price of this infle? a penny. No, Ill give you 
remuneration : why, it carries it. Remuneration -. 
—why, it is a fairer name than a French crown. 
will never buy and ſell out of this word. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Biron. 
Biron. CY My eo knave Coſtard, exceedingly vel 
met, 
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Coft. Pray you, Sir, how much carnation ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 
Biron. What is a remuneration ? 
Coſt. Marry, Sir, half-penny farthing. 
Biron. O, why then three farthings worth of ſilk. 
Coſt. I thank your worſhip, God he with you. 
Biron. O ſlay, {lave. I muſt employ thee: 
As thou wilt win my favour, my good knave, 
Do one thing for me that I ſhall intreat. 
Coſt. When would you have it done, Sir? 
Biron. O, this afternoon. 
Coſt. Well, I will do it, Sir: fare you well. 
Biron. O, thou knoweſt not what it is. 
Coſt. 1 ſhall know, Sir, when I have done it. 
Biron. Why, villain, thou mult know firſt. 
Coſt. Iwill come to your worſhip to-morrow morn- 
ing. | 
Biron. þ muſt be done this afternoon. 
Hark, ſlave, it is but this: 
The Princeſs comes to hunt here in the park: 
And in her train there 1s a gentle lady ; 
When tongues ſpeak ſweetly, then they name her 
name, 
And Roſaline they call her; aſk for her, 
And to her ſweet hand ſee thou do commend 
This ſeal'd-up counſel. There's thy guerdon; go. 
Coſt. Guerdon, O ſweet guerdon! better than 
remuneration, eleven-pence farthing better: mot 
ſvect guerdon ! I will do it, Sir, i in print. Guerdon, 
remuneration, Exit. 
Biron. O! and I, forſooth, in love! 
J. that have been Jove's whip ; 
A very beadle to a humorous ſigh: 7 a. 
A critic ; nay, a anight-watch an 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy. 
Than whom no mortal more magnificent. 
This whimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy, 
T hits 
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** Signior Junio's] By this is meant Youth in general. 


Lobes Ae a. 


This“ 8 Jumo's giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid, 
Regent of love-rli mes, lord of folded arms, 
Th' anointed SorfFeign of ſighs and groans: 
Leige of all loyterrs and malecontents : 
Dread Prince of plickets, King of codpieces : 
Sole Imperator, and great General 

Of trotting paratoxs : 0 my little heart !). 
And I to be a corporal of his File, 

And wear his colahrs! like a tumbler, ſtoop! 
What? I love! L Tue! I ſeek a wife! 

A Woman, that i like a German clock, 

Still a repairing ; ; ver out of frame, 

And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watch'd, that it may {till go right! 
Nay, to be perjur'd d. which is worſt of all : 

And, among tliree, to love the work of all; 

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow, 

With two pitch balls ſtuck in her face for eyes; 
Ay, and by heav'nf one that will do the deed, 
Tho' Argus were hör eunuch and her —— 
And I to ſigh for her! to watch for her! 

To pray for her ! 90 to : Alt is a plague, 

That Cupid will impoſe for my neglect 

Of his almighty, deeadtul, little, Might. 


Well, I will love, write, ſigh, pray, ſue and groan 
Some men muſt love my lady, and lone Joan. | Exit. 


g » 
e * 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
A Pavilion 11 * Park near the ks. 


Enter the Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, Catharine, Lord ; 


Attendants, and a Foreſter. 


raises 


We that the Ling that ſpurr'd his horſe ſo bar 


Againſt the ſteep upriſing of the hill? 
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Boyet. I know not; but, I think, it was not he. 
Prin. Who e'er he was, he ſhew'd a mounting 
mind. | 
Well, lords, to day we ſhall have our diſpatch; 
On Saturday we will return to France. | 
Then Foreſter, my friend, where is the buſh, 
That we mult ſtand and play the murtherer in? 
For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice; 
A ſtand, where you may make the faireſt ſhoot. 
Prin, I thank my beauty, I am fair, that ſhoot : 
And thereupon thou ſpeak'ſt the faireſt ſhoot. 
For. Pardon me, madam: for I meant not ſo. 
Prin. What, what? firſt praiſe me, then again ſay, 
no? 
O ſhort-liv'd pride! not fair? alack, for woe! 
For. Yes, madam, fair, 
Prin. Nay, never paint me now ; 
Where fair is not, praiſe cannot mend the brow, 
Here, , good my glaſs, take this for telling true; 
Fair payment for foul words 1s more than due. 
For. Nothing but fair is that, which you inherit, 
Prin. See, ſee, my beauty will be ſav d by merit. 
O hereſy in fair, ht for theſe days ! 
A giving hand, though ſoul, ſhall have fair praiſe. 
But come, the bow; now mercy goes to kill, 
And ſhooting well is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I ſave my credit in the ſhoot, 
Not wounding, Pity would not let me do't: 
If wounding, then it was to ſhew my Skill; 
That more tor praiſe, than purpole, meant to kill. 
And, out of queſtion, ſo it is ſometimes ; 
Glory grows guilty of deteſted crimes ; | 
When for fame's ſake, for praile, an outward part, 
We bend to that the working of the heart. 
As I for praiſe alone now ſeek to ſpill 
The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill. 


Boyet. Do not curſt wives hold that felt-ſoveretgnty 
Only 
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Only for praiſe- ſake, when they ſtrive to be 
Lords o er their lords! 7 p 


Prin. Only for praiſe; and praiſe we may 
To any lady, that ſubdues her lord. 


Enter Coſtard. 


Boyet. Here comes a member of the common- 
wealth. 
Coſt. God dig- you. den all; pray you, which a — 
head lady? 
Prin. Thou ſhalt know her, fellow, by th jreft 
that have no heads. 5 
Cot. Which is the greateſt lady, the 9 
— The thickeſt and the talleſt. 
Coſt. The thickelt and the talleſt ? it is ſo, truth is 
truth. 4 
An' my waſte, miſtreſs, were as ſlender as your wit, 
One o' theſe maids girdles for my waſte ſhould be fi. 
Are not you the chief woman ? you arethe thickeſt 
here. | 1 
Prin. What's your will, Sir? what's your w Il? 
Cojt. I have a letter from Monſieur Btron, £ one 
lady Ry/aline. A 
Prin. O "hy letter, thy letter: he's s a good riend 
of mine. 4 4 
Stand aſide. good bearer. —Boyet, you can * 
Break up this capon. 2 
Boyet. I am bound to ſerve. 45. 
This letter is miltook, it importeth none here; - 


It is writ to Jaquenetta. 


* An" your waſte, mifireſs, were as Abe as my wi, 

One 0' theſe maids girdles for your waſte ſhould be fit.] And was 
not one of her Maid's Girdles fit for her? It is plain that my and 
z0ur have all the Way changed Places, by ſome Accident or other; 
and that the Lines ſhould be read thus, | 


An' my waſte, miſtreſs, was as ſlender as your wi 
me of theſe maids girdles for my uaſle ſhould be 
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Prin. We will read it, I ſwear. 


Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 


K 


— 


Boyet reads. 


Y heaven, that thou art fair, is moſt infallible ; trug, 

that thou art beauyteous ; truth itſelf, that thou art 
lovely; more fairer than fair, beautiful than beauteous, 
truer than truth itſelf ; have commuſeration on thy heroical 
val. The magnanimous and moſt iliufirate King Co— 
phetua ſet eye upon the pernicious and indubitate beggar 
Zenelophon; and he it was that might rightly ſay, veni, 
vidi, vici; which to anatomize in the vulgar, (O baſe and 
obſcure vulgar!) videlicet, he came, ſaw, and overcame ; 
he came, one; ſaw, two; overcame, three. Who came? 
the King. Way did he come? to ſee Why did he ſee ? 
to overcome. To whom came he? to the beggar. Vhat 
ſaw he? the beggar, Who overcame he? the beggar. The 
concluſion is vitlory ; on whoſe fide? the King's ; the cap- 
tive is inrich d: on. whoſe fide ? the beggar's. The cata- 
flrophe is a nuptial : on whoſe fide? the King's? no, on 
both in one, or one in both: 1 am the King, (for ſo flands 
the compariſon) thou the beggar, for ſo witneſſeth thy low- 
lineſs. Shall I command thy love? I may. Shall 1 enforce 
thy love? I could. Shall I entreat thy love? I will, ** 
halt thou exchange for rags ? robes; for titles? titles: 


thyſelf? me. Thus expelling thy reply. I prophane my ibs 


on thy foot, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart on thy 
every part. 


Thine in the deareſt deſign of induſtry, 
1 Don Adriano de Armado. 


Thus doſt thou hear the Nemean lion roar 
Gainſt thee, thou lamb, that ſtandeſt as his prey; 
Submiſſive fall his princely feet before, 
And he from forage will incline to play. 
But if thou ſtrive (poor foul) what art thou then? 
Food for his rage, repaſture for his den. 
Prin, 
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22 e e "PER Tt GAL. 1 »„— 1 


A 


W 


He 


Fir 


vin. 


—— ee 
——————ðð and SCRE: 2 


j Finely put on. 
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Prin. What plume of feathers is he, that indited 
this letter? _ 1 
What vane ? what veathercock? did you ever hear 
better? — 4 
Boyet. I am much leceived, but I > the 
ſtile. \ | * 
Prin. Elſe your memory is bad, going o 1 i ere 
while. 
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in 
Count, 
A phantaſme, a monarcho, and one that mallh ſport 
To the Prince, and his|book-mates. 1 
Prin. Thou, fellow, à word: 5 
Who gave thee this letter? 8 
Cojt. Itold you; my lord. 2 
Prin. To whom ſhould'ſt thou give it? 


Coſt. From my lord to my lady. | 
Prin. From which lord to which lady ? 
Coſt. From my lord Beroun, a good maſter of mine, 
To a lady of France, that he call'd Roſaline. 

Prin. Thou haſt nike lis letter. Come. lords, 

away. . 

Here, 1wweet, put up this; 'twill be thine ROPE 2 AY. 
| Exit Princels at! ent 
Boyet. Who is the ſhooter ? who is the * 2 
Ra. Shall I teach you to know ? 
Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 
Roj. Why, the that bears the bow. Finely = off. 
Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns: but pf thou 


marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if dome that year ** 
Ni 


Roſ. Well then, I am thi ſhooter. 
Boyet. And who is your Deer? 
R/ If we chuſe by 12 yourſelf; come not 
near. 
Fincly put on, indeed. — 


O 5 
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I Mar. 


298 Love's Labour's Loſt 


Mar. You ſtill wrangle with her, Boyet, and ſhe 

ſtrikes at the brow. _ 

Boyet. But ſhe herſelf is hit lower. Have I hit her 

now ? 

Roſ. Shall I come upon thee with an old ſaying, 
that was a man when King Pippin of France was a lit. 
tle boy, as touching the hit it? 

Boyet. So I may anſwer thee with one as old, that 


was a woman when Queen Guinover of Britain was a [| 


little wench, as touching the hit it. 
Roſ. Thou can'ſt not hit it, hit it, hit it. (Singing. 
Thou can ſt not hit it, my good man. 
| Boyet. An' I cannot, cannot, cannot; 
An' I cannot, another can. Exit Rol. 


Coſt. By my troth, moſt pleaſant ; how both did | 


fit it. 


Mar. A mark marvellous well mot; for they both | 


did hit it. 
Boyet. A mark? O, mark but that mark ! a mark, 
lays my lady; 


Let the mark have a prick in't; to meet at, if it 


may be. 


Mar. Wide o' th' bow-hand; i'faith, your hand 1: 


Out. 
Coſt. Indeed, a' muſt ſhoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hit 
the clout. 


Boyet. An if my hand be out, then, belike, your 


hand 3s in. 


Coſt. Then wall ſhe get the upſhot by cleaving the 


in. 


Mar. Come, come, you talk greaſily: your lips | 


grow foul. 


Co ſt. She's too hard for you at pricks, Sir, chal- 


lenge her to bowl. 


Boyet. I fear too much rubbing; good night my | 
good owl. [Exeunt all but Coſlard, 


Coſt. By my ſoul, a ſwain ; a moſt ſimple clown! 


Lord, Lord! how the ladies nnd I haye put him —_ | 


wn tn th. 


ct. > 


Ah, heav'ns! it is a moſt pathetical Nit. 
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O' my troth, moſt ſweet Js, moſt 1 in· ny * 
wit, 
When it comes ſo ſmoothly off, ſo obſcenely as it 
were. ſo fit. 
Armado o' th' one fide, O, a moſt dainty 4. i 
To ſee him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan. 
To ſee him kiſs his hand, and how moſt 2 . he 


will [wear : 


1 
And his Page 0 t'other fide, that handful o Wir; 


Exit goſtard. 
[ Shouting within. 


S C E NiS | I 7 


Enter Dull, Holoferne# and Sir Nathanigl 


Nath. ERY reverend bort, truly; and dpne in 
the teſtimony 0, a good Conſciente. 

Hol. The deer was (as you know) ſanguis, in Blood; 
ripe as a pomwater, who now hangeth like a jewel 
in the ear of Celo, the iky, the welkin, the heav'n; 
and anon falleth like a crab on the face of Terra, the 
ſoil, the land, the earth. 

Nath. Truly, maſter H mme, the becher are 
ſweetly varied, like a ſchdtar at the leaſt: by; Lt, Sir, 
I aſſure ye; it was a buck f the firſt head. S -- 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, haud \:redo. * 

Dull. Twas not a haud 6redo, twas a prickey. 

Hol. Moſt . yet a kind of 
inſinuation, as it were in via, in way of expligtion; 


ſhow, as it were his incliffation; after his undreſſed, 
unpoliſhed, uneducated, ſinpruned, untrained. or ra- 
ther unlettered, or rather iſt unconfirmed faſhi n, to 
inſert again my haud credy for a deer. > 
Dull, I ſaid, the deer was not a aug credo; twai 


a pricket. 3 
os * Hal 


| facere, as it were, cle or rather, oftentare. to 
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Hol. Twice ſod fimplicity, bis coftus; O thou mon- 
ſter ignorance, how deformed doſt thou look ? 
Nath. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties that 
are bred in a book. He hath not eat paper, as it 
were; he hath not drunk ink. His intellect is not 
repleniſhed, He is only an animal, only ſenſible in 
the duller parts; and ſuch barren plants are ſet be- 
fore us, that we thankful ſhould be for thoſe parts, 
(which we taſte and feel, ingradare) that do fructify 
in us, more than He. 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiſcreet, 
or a fool; 
So were there a patch ſet on learning, to ſee him in 
a ſchool]. 
But omne bene, ſay I; being of an old father's mind, 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. 
Dull. You two are book-men; can you tell by 
our wit, 
What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not hve 
weeks old as yet? 
Hol. Difiynna, good-man Dull; Diftynna, good-man 
Dull. 
Dull. What is Dichnna? 
Nath. A title to Phebe, to Luna, to the "$0 
Hol. The moon was a month old, when Adam was 
no more: | 
And rought not to five weeks, when he came to five 
{core. 
* Th' alluſion holds in the exchange. 
Dull. Tis true, indeed ; the colluſion holds in the 
exchange. 
Hol. 'God comfort thy capacity ! I "ay the allu- 
ſion holds in the exchange. 
Dull. And 1 ſay, the pollution holds in the ex- 
change; for the moon is never but a month old; 


* Th' alluſion holds in the exchange. | I e. the Riddle is as good 
when I uſe the Name of Adam, as v:heu you ule the Name of Cain. 


and 


gues facility. +> 2 
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and I ſay beſide, thatz 
ceſs kill'd. 

Hol. Sir Nathantel,, 


twas a pricket that the Prin- 


£ 


will you hear an extemporal 


epitaph on the deat}; of the deer? and to hur our 
the ignorant, I have call'd the deer the- Prizes 


kill'd, a pricket. 1 

Nath. Ferge, good, maſter Holofernes, perge; fo it 
ſhall pleaſe you to aÞrogate ſcurrility. 

Hol. I will ſomething affect the letter; Wo: t ar- 


The praiſeful Princeſs pierc'd and prickt _. 
A pretty pleagng pricket 
Some ſay. #4 but not a fore, 

'Till now mate ſore with ſhooting. 
The dogs did el; put L to jore, 

Then forel jumpt from thicket ; 
Or pricket ſore, or elſe ſorel, ! 

T he people fall a hooting. ; 
If fore be fore. Ven L to ſore 

* Makes fift% ſores, of ſorel! J Y 
Of one ſore I an hundred make, ; 2 
By * but one more L. ; 


Nath. A rare tent! 
Del. If a talenfbe a claw, look now he claws him 
witty a talent. 7 
Hol. This is a gilt that I have, ſimple, ſimple; a 
foolith cxtravagint ſpirit, full of forms, Kgured, 
ſhapes, objects, iqeas, apprehenſions, motions, revo- 
lutions. Theſe gre begot in the ventricle of yaemo- 
ry. nouriſh'd in 45 womb of pia mater, and de aver 'd 
upon the melloiying of occaſion; but the gift good 


* Maes fi/ty ſores, ) forel! We ſhould read, of ſore!, allging to 
L being the NumeraÞſor 30. Concerning the Beaſts of Chaſi whereof 
the Buck, being the uA 15 called as follow: th ; the firſt Year a "Fen; the 


Joe Year a Pricket; the third Lear, a Sad: the jourth Year, a Sore; 


the fijth Year, a Buck F Head, &c. 


in 
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in thoſe in whom it is acute, and I am thankful for 
it. 

Nath. Sir, I praiſe the lord for you, and ſo may 
my pariſhioners; for their ſons are well tutor'd by 
yon, and their daughters profit very greatly under 
you ; you are a good member of the common- 
wealth. 7 

Hol. Mehercle, if their ſons be ingenuous, they 
{ſhall want no inſtruction : if their daughters be capa- 
ble, I will put it to them. But vir ſapit. qui pauca 
loguitur; a ſoul feminine ſaluteth us. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Jaquenetta, and Coſtard. 
OD give you good-morrow, maſter Parſon. 


a 
4 D GG Hol. Maſter Parſon, quaſi Perſon. And 
if one ſhould be pierc'd, which is the one? 

Coſt. Marry, maſter ſchool- maſter, he that is likeft 
to a hoglhead. 

Hol. Of piercing a hogſhead, a good Luſtre of 
conceit in a turf of earth, fire enough for a flint. 
pearl enough for a ſwine : "Tis pretty, it is well. 

Jag. Good maſter Parſon, be ſo good as read me 
this letter; it was given me by Coſtard, and ſent me 
from Don Armatho; I beſeech you, read it. 

Hol. Fauſte, precor, gelida quando pecus omne ſub 

umbra 

Ruminat, and ſo forth. Ah, co old Mantuan, I 
may ſpeak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice; 
Vinegia, Vinegia ! qui non te vedi, ei non te pregia. Old 
Mantuan, old Mantuan ! Who underſtandeth thee not, 
loves thee not: —ut re fol la mi fa, Under pardon, 
Sir, what are the contents? or rather, as Horace ſays 

in his What! my ſoul! verſes? 
Math. Ay, Sir, and very learned. 

Hol. Let me hear a {tait, a ſtanza, a verſe ; Lege, 
Domine. 


ach. 


ca 
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Nath. If lope make me forſworn, how ſhall I [wear 


to lo 
Ah, * faith could hold, if not to beauty 
vow'd.; 3 
Tho' to myſelf forſworn, to thee Il] faithſy_ prove; 
Thoſe thoughts to me were Oaks, to nee like 


oſiers bow'd. 2 
Study his biaſs leaves, and makes his bdk thine 
eyes 4 


comprehend : 
If knowledge be the mark, to know t 
- ſathce; 4 SLY 
Well learned is that tongue, that well 
commend. | 
All ignogant that Soul, that ſees thee &crtrown 
won'ler : 
Which. is to me ſome praiſe, that I 1 5 parts 
admire; 
Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy 
dreagful thunder; 
Which, not to anger bent, 1s mulic, a 1 ſweet 
fire. | 


jice his 


Celeſtialzas thou art, Oh pardon, love, this wrong, 

That ſings heav'n's praiſe with ſuch an earthly 

tongue. : 

Hol. Yo find not the Apoſirophes, and ſo miſs the 
accent, * Let me ſuperviſe the canzonet. Here are 
only numbers ratify d; but for the elegancy facility, 
and golden cadence of poely, caret : Ovidius Vaſo was 
the man. And why, indeed, Naſo; but fox {ſmelling 
out the. odbriſerous flowers of fancy? theygerks of 
invention? imitari, is nothing: + ſo doth os hound 

hl l his 

* Let me A „&c.] The common Editions give thi} Fpeech 1 to 
Nathaniel. Dr. Thir(by reſtores it rightly to Holofernes. \; 


+ /o doth this. ound his maſter, the ape his keeper, the tired horſe 1 
The Pedaut here, to run down Imitation, ſheys that it is 
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his maſter, the ape his keeper, the try'd horſe his 
rider: But Damoſella Virgin, was this directly to you? 

Jad. Ay, Sir, from one Monſieur Biron, to one of 
the ſtrange Queen's Ladies. 

Hol. I will overglance the ſuperſcript. To the fac: 
white hand of the moſt beauteous lady Roſaline. I will 
look again on the intellect of the letter, for the no- 
mination of the party writing to the perſon written 
100. 


Vur Ladyſtup's in all deſir'd employment, Biron. 


This Biron is one of the votaries with the King; and 
here he hath fram'd a letter to a ſequent of the 
ſtranger Queen's, which accidentally, or by the way 
of progrellion, hath miſcarry'd. Trip and go, my 
ſweet; deliver this paper into the hand of the King; 
it may concern much; ſtay not thy compliment ; 1 
forgive thy duty : adieu. 

Taq. Good Coſtard, go with me. Sir, God fave 
your life. 

C/. Have with thee, my girl. 

[Exeunt Coſt. and Jaq. 

Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, 
very religiouſly : and as a certain father faith 

Hol. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co- 
lourable colours. But, to return to the verſes; did 
they pleaſe you, Sir Nathanzel ? 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hol. I do dine to-day at the father's of a certain 
pupil of mine; where if (being repalt) it ſhall pleaſe 
you to gratify the table with a grace, I will, on my 


within the Capacity of Beaſts: That the Dog and the Ape are taught 
to copy Tricks by their Maſter and Keeper; and ſo is the tir'd Horſe 
by his Rider. This laſt is a wonderſul Inſtance; but it happens 
not to Le true. The Author muſt have wrote-—--the tried Hoe his 
Rider: i. e. one, exercis'd, and broke to the Manage: For he obeys 
every Sign, and Motion of the Rein, or of his Rider. So in the 
Two Gentlemen of Verona, the Word is uſed in the vente o trained, 
exerciled, | 

pri- 


1 * 
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rivilege I have with the parents of the afog 
child or pupil, undertake your ben venuto ; whet 
I prove the verſes to be very unlearned, ngther 
ſavouring gf poetry, wit, nor invention. I beſecch 
our ſociety. v4 | = 5: 

Nath. Ad thank you too: for ſociety (fait ] the 
text) is the happineſs of life. 75 

Hol. And, certes, the text moſt infallibly con- 
cludes it. % 


Sir, I do invite you too; [To Dull.Þyou 
{hall _—y 


ay me, nay: Pauca verba. Aways the 
gentles are at their game, and we will to of re- 
creation. | . [8 * 


+ 


13 


AI 
; Sd. C EINE IT: 
Enter Biron, with a paper in his hand, alone. 


Biron. HE King is hunting the deer, I am Cur- 
' ſing mylelf. They have piteht a tl, I 
am toiling in & pitch; pitch, that defiles; — a 
ſoul word well, ſet thee down, ſorrow; for lo ey 
ſay the fowl ſaid, and ſo ſay I, and I the fool. Well 
prov'd wif, By the Lond., this love is as mad as Ajax, 
it kills {hiep, it kills me, I a ſheep. Well pr 
again on my fide, I will not love; if I do, hang 9 
faith, I will not. O, but her eye: by this light, 
for her 1 would not love; yes, for her two WF 
Well, I ds 


p nothing in the world but lie, and lie in 
my throa'\, By heaven, I do love; and it hath taught 
me to rhime, and to be melancholy ; and herej1s 
part of my rhime, and here my melancholy. Well, 
ſhe hath one o' my ſonnets already; the clown hege 
it; the fool ſent it, and the lady hath it: ſw\:t 
clown, ſwgeter fool, ſweeteſt lady! by the world, I 
would a a pin if the other three were in. H( te 
comes on? with a paper; God give him grace | 
groan. / | He ſtands aft k. 


| 


* 


* 
A 
x 
\ 
4 


| 


A — — 
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Enter the King. 
King. Ay me! 
Biron. Shot, by heav'n! proceed, ſweet Cupid ; 
thou haſt thumpt him with thy bird-bolt under the 
left pap: in faith, ſecrets. 
King. reads. 80 1 a kiſs the golden ſun gives 
not 
To thoſe freſh morning drops upon the role, 
As thy eye-beams, when their freſh rays have ſmote 
The night of dew, that on my cheeks down 
| flows ; 
Nor ſhrines the filver moon one half ſo bright, 
Through the tranſparent boſom of the deep, 
As doth thy face through tears of mine give light; 
Thou ſnin'ſt in every tear that I do weep; 
No drop, but as a coach doth carry thee, 
So rideſt thou triumphing in my woe, 
Do but behold the tears that ſwell in me, 
And they thy glory through my grief will ſhew; 
But do not love thyſelf, then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glaſſes, and ſtill make me wee 
O Queen of Queens, how far doſt thou we." | 
No thought can think, no tongue of mortal tell.— 


7 


How ſhall ſhe know my griefs? I'll drop the paper; 
 Oweet leaves, ſhade folly. Who is he comes here? 


[The King ſtehs aſide. 


Enter Longaville. 


What! Longaville! and reading ! liſten, ear. 
Biron. Now in thy likeneſs one more fool appears. 
Long. Ay me! I am forſworn. 
Biron. Why, he comes in like a Perjure, wearing 
apers. 
King. In love, I hope; ſweet fellowſhip in ſhame. 
Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name. 


Long. Am I the firſt, that have been perjur'd ſo? 
| Biron. 


Th 


Th 


10 


es 


$91 


«4 * 


le. 


Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye 4 
| rent] 


My vow vas earthy, thou a heav nly love: 


* ' Love's A Loft. 307. 
Biron. | could put thee in comfort: not by two th * 
I know: ; 4 


Thou mak'ſt the triumviry, the a 7 b 


ſociety, 
The haps of love's Tyburn, that hangs up implicit ; 1 
Long. I fear, theſe ſtubborn lines lack power g 
ve: . 
O ſweet :; Maria. Empreſs of my love, 
Theſe numbers will I tear, and write in proſe, & 
Biron. O, rhimes are guards on wanton Cupid's 80 


baſe | Fi 
Disfigure not his flop. | 
Long. fT he ſame ſhall go. [He reads the Jenn. f 
5 


(Gainſt whom the world cannot hold argu 
Perſuade my heart to this falſe perjury, 

Vows, I thee broke, deſerve not puniſhment : 
A woman ¶ ſorſwore; but I will prove, 

Thou ing a goddeſs, 1 ſorſwore not thee, | 


Thy grece being gain'd, cures all diſgrace in me. 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour is; 
Then thou fair ſun, which on my earth doſt Hine, 


Exha[ſt " vapour vo; in thee it is; is 
If broken then, it is no fault of mine; x 
Tf by me Vrote, what fool is not ſo wiſe 1 
To Wer oath to win a Paradiſe? e 


Biron. This i is the liver-vain, which makes fleſ 1 a 
deity ; | & 
A green goole a goddeſs : pure, pure idolatry. 3 
God FL us, God amend, we are much out ofh' 


32 y. 


| Enter Dumain. 
Long. By whom ſhall I ſend this ?——company ?. 
ſtay— 
1 Bi on. 


— — — ——_ 
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Biron. All hid, all hid, an old infant play; 
Like a demy-god, hers fit I in the ſky, 
And wretched fools' ſecrets headfully o'er-eye: 
More ſacks to the mill! O heav'ns, I have my wiſh; 
Dumain transform'd ? four woodcocks in a diſh ? 
Dum. O moſt divine Kate! 
Biron. O moſt prophane coxcomb ! (lade. 
Lum. By heav'n, the wonder of a mortal eye! 
Biron. By earth, ſhe is but corporal; there you 
lie. | ja ſide. 
Dum. Her amber hairs for ſoul have amber coted. 
Biron. An amber-colour'd raven was well noted. 
| aſide. 
Dum. As uprigEt as the cedar. 
Biron. Stoop, I ſay; | 
Her ſhoulder is with child. [ aſide, 
Dum. As fair as day. 
Biron. Ay, as ſome days: but then no ſun muſt 


r aide. 

Dun. O that J had my wh: | 

Long. And I had mine! [afide. 

King. And mine too, good Lord! aſide. 

Biron. Amen, fo I had mine! Is not that a good 
word ? | [ aſide, 


Dum. I would forget her, but a fever ſhe 
Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be. 
Biron. A lever in your blood! why then, inciſion 
Would let her out in ſawcers, ſweet miſpriſion. [afede. 
Dum. Once more I'll read the ode, that I have writ. 
Biron. Once more I'Il mark, how love can vary 
wit. [ aſide, 
Dumain reads his ſonnet. 
On a day, (alack, the day |) 
Love, whoſe month is ever May, 
Spy'd a bloſſom paſſing fair. 
. Playing in the wanton air: 
Through the velvet leaves the wind, 
All unſeen, 'gan paſſage find ; 
| | | That 
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That the lover, fick to death, F 
Wiſt'd himſelf the heaven's breath. 
Air, (quoth he) thy cheeks may blow 
Air, tvould I might triumph ſo ! 

But, alack, my hand is ſworn, 

Meer & pluck thee from thy thorn : 


7 Vow, alack, for youth unmeet, — 
Youth fo apt to pluck a ſweet. 5 

u Do noi call it fin in me, 

e. That 1 am forſworn for thee: 

i 1 Thou, for whom ev'n Jove would ſwear, 


| Juno but an Ethiope were ; 
e. And deny himſelf for Jove, 
Turnitg mortal for thy love. 


e. This will 3 and ſomething elſe more 1 
That ſhall 1 my true love's feſtring pain; 


ſt O, would he King: Biron and Longaville, 
e. Were lovers too! Ill, to example III. 

Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note: | 
e. For none offend, where all alike do dote. FF: N 
6. Long. Dgmain, thy love is far from charity, 


d That in love's grief deſir'ſt ſociety: [coming forward. 
. You may Wok pale; but I ſhould bluſh, I know, + 
To be o'er-heard, and taken napping ſo. i 
King. ume. Sir. you bluſh; as his, your caſe is 1 


on ſuch; | [coming forward, : 
le. You chide t 1 offending twice as much. 9 
it. You do not love Maria? Longaville 7 
ry Did never fonnet for her ſake compile; 5 
le. Nor never lay'd his wreathed arms athwart * 
His loving boſom, to keep down his heart: $ | 
F 


I have bee cloſely ſhrowded in this buſh, 

And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh. 
I heard your guilty rhimes, oblery'd your faſhion ; 
Saw lighs reek from you, noted well your paſſion. 
Ay me | ſags one; O Jove! the other cries ; 1 
Her hairs e gold, cryſtal the other's eyes. 1 


, 
9 
' 
8 
. 
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You would for Paradiſe break faith and troth ; 


And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath, 

What will Biron ſay, when that he ſhall hear 

A faith infringed, which ſuch zeal did ſwear ? 

How will he ſcorn ? how will he ſpend his wit? 

* How will he triumph, geap, aud laugh at it? 

For all the wealth that ever I did ee, 

I would not have him know ſo much by me. 
Biron. Now ſtep I forth to whip hypocriſy. 

Ah, good my Liege, I pray thee, pardon me. 


[coming forward, 


Good heart, what grace haſt thou thus to reprove 
Theſe worms for loving, that art molt in love? 
Your eyes do make no coaches in your tears, 
There 1s no certain Princeſs that appears? 
You ll not be perjur'd, tis a hateful thing; 
Tuſh ; none but minſtrels like of ſonnetting. 
But are you not aſham'd? nay, are you not 
All three of you, to be thus much o'er-thot ? 
You found his mote, the King your mote did ſee : 
But I a beam do find in each of three. 
O, what a ſcene of fool'ry have I ſeen, 
Of ſighs, of groans, of ſorrow, and of teen? 
O me, with what ftrit patience have I ſat, 
To ſee a King transformed to a Knot ! 
To ſee great Hercules whipping a gigg ! 
And profound Solomon tuning a jigg, 
And Neſtor play at puſh-pin with the boys, 
And + Cynic Timon laugh at idle toys ! 
Where lies thy grief? O tell me, good Dumain; 
And gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain? 
And where my Liege's ? all about the breaſt ? 
A candle, hoa! 

King. Too bitter is thy jeſt. 


| Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view? 


Biron. Not you by me, but I betray'd by you. 

* How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it?] We ſhould certainly 
read, geap, i. e. jeer, ridicule, | 

1 cxitic Timon — ] ought evidently to be Cynic, 


J. 
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I, that am honeſt; I. that hold it fin 
To break the vow I am engaged in. 


I am — by keeping company 3 . 
With vane- ke men, of ſtrange inconſtancy. 4 
When ſhall you ſee me write a ching in rhime ? 1 


Or groan fo Joan? or ſpend a minute's time % 

In pruning he? when ſhall you hear, that I 3 

Will praiſe : hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A gait, a ſtate, a brow, a breaſt, a waſte, 

A leg, a limb! 5 | 
King. Softg whither away ſo faſt? 

A true man Sr a thief, that gallops ſo? 
Biron. I pp from love; good lover, let me go. 


a _ FR 
* va 4 * 0 
* 


Enter Jaquenetta and Coſtard, 


Jag. God Jlefs the King! 
King. Wh: t Preſent haſt thou there? 
Coſt. Some certain Treaſon. 
King. What makes treaſon here? 
Coſt. Nay, it makes nothing, Sir. 
King. If iß mar nothing neither, 
The treaſon and you go in peace away er 
Jag. T beſt ech your Grace, let this letter be rea . 
Our Parſon niſdoubts it: it was treaſon, he ſaid. 
King. Biron, read it over. He reads the letter. 
Where hadſt thou it? 11 
Jag. Of Coftard. 
King. Where hadſt thou it? A 
Coſt. Of Ihn Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. F 


I. 
A SO x 
— * 1 


- 
\ 
A 
— — 532 — 3 


4 
7 


King. How: now, what is in you? why doſt thou 
tear t? 

Biron. A thy, my Liege, a toy: your Grace + 
not fear it. 

Long. It did move him to paſſion, andtherefore 
let's Rear it. | 

Dum. It i$Biron's writing and here is his name. 


Biron. Ah you VR e you we re 
born to do me ſhame, [To Coſta d. 
1 Guigy, 
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Guilty, Jy lord, guilty: I confeſs, I confels. 
King. What ? 
Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool to make 
up the meſs. 

He, he, and you; and you, my liege, and I 

Are pick-purſes in love, and we deſerve to die. 

O, diſmiſs this Audience, and I ſhall tell Ron: more. 
Dum. Nov the number i is even. ' 
Biron. True, true; we are four: 

Will theſe turtles begone ? 

King. Hence, Sirs, away. 
Coſt. Walk aſide the true ſolk, and let the traitors 
ſtay. | [ Exeunt Coſt. and Jaquen, 
Biron, Sweet lords, ſweet lovers, O, let us embrace: 
As true as we are, as fleſh and blood can be. 
The ſea will ebb and flow, heav'n will ſhew his face: 
Young blood doth not obey an old decree, 
We cannot croſs the cauſe why we were born, 


Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſworn. 


King. What? did theſe rent lines ſhew ſome love 


of thine ? 
Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who ſees the hea- 
venly Roſaline, 


That (like a rude and ſavage man of Inde, 
At the firſt opening of the gorgeous eaſt) 
Bows not his vaſſal head, and, firucken blind, 
Kiſſes the baſe ground with obedient breaſt ? 


What peremptory eagle-{ighted eye 


Da res look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her Majeſty? 
King. What zcal, what fury, Ga ae thee 
now ? 
My love (her miſtreſs) is a gracious moon ; 
She (an attending ſtar) ſcarce ſeen a light. 
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron. 
Q, but for my love, day would turn to night. 
Of all complexions the cull'd Sov ereignty 
Do meet, as at a Fair, in her fair cheek; 


Where 


LL 


'C 


4 - 


ec 


Beauty dothFarn1 
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Where ſeveral worthies make one dignity ; | 
Where nothing wants, that want ſelf doth ſeek, 
Lend me the flouriſh of all gentle tongues ; 
Fie, paitited rhetoric! O, ſhe needs it not: 
To things of tale a ſeller's praiſe belongs: F 
She 1 praiſe; the praiſe, too ſhort, doth * * 


p 


A wither'd hôrmit, fiveſcore winters worn, 
Might ſhake off fift looking in her eye: 
15 Age, as if new-born, 
And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy ;$ 
O 'tis the fur, that maketh all things ſhine. 
King. By heav' n, thy love is black as ebony. 
Biron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine ! 
A wiſe of ſuch wood were felicity. of 


* 


O, who can give an oath ? where is a book, 


That I may ſwear, Beauty doth beauty lack, 
If that ſhe leath not of her eye to look ? E 
No face 14 fair, that is not full ſo black? * 
King. O pafadox, black is the badge of hell: 
The hue#of dungeons, and the ſcowl of night; 
And beauty's.*:rete becomes the heavens well. 
Biron. Devils ſooneſt tempt, reſembling ſpirits of 


light: 1 
0, if in black my lady's brow be deckt. 
It mourns, that Painting and uſurping H,. ir 
Should raviſh foters with a falſe aſpect: 3 


Her favour tuins the faſhion of the days, 
For nativò blood is counted painting now 
And therefore red, that would avoid diſpraiſe, 
Paints itſelf black to imitate her brow, & 
Dum. To look, like her, are chimney- ſweepers Hack. 
Long. And lince her time, are colliers caſyated 
bright. 
King. And Ethiops of their ſweet complexion ctack. 
Dum. Dark Feds no candles now, for dark 15 
light. 


Vor. II. # cot 'Biron. 


by 
Pp 


And therFfore i is ſhe born to make black * 
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Eiron. Your miſtreſſes dare never come in rain, 


For fear their colours ſhould be waſh'd away. 
King. 'Twere good, yours did: for, Sir, to tell 


u plain, 
I'll find a fairer face not waſh'd to day. 


Biron. III prove her fair, or talk till dooms- -day 


here. 


King. No devil will fright thee then ſo much as ſhe, 


Dum. I never knew man hold vile ſtuft ſo dear. 


Long. Look, here's thy love; my foot and her 


face ſee. 


Biron. O, if the ſtreets were paved with thine eyes, 


Her feet were much too dainty for ſuch tread. 


Dum. O vile! then as ſhe gocs, what upward lies 


The firect ſhould ſee as ſhe walkt over head. 
King. But what of this, are we not all in love? 


Biron. Nothing fo ſure, and thereby all forſworn, 
- King. Then leave this chat; and, good Biron, now 


prove 
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 
Dum. Ay, marry, there; 
evil. 
Long. O, ſome Authority how to proceed; 


Some tricks, ſome quillets, how to cheat the devil. 


Dum. Some ſalve for perjury. 

Biron. O, 'tis more than need. 
Have at you then, Affection's Men at arms; 
Conſider, what you firſt did ſwear unto: 
To ſaſt, to ſtudy. and to ſee no woman; 
Flat treaſon 'gainſt the kingly ſtate of youth. 
Say, can you faſt 5 your ſtomachs are too young: 
And abſtinence ingenders maladies. 
And where that you have vow'd to ſtudy, (Lords) 
In that each of you hath ſorſworn his book. 
Can you flill dream, and pore, and thereon look? 
For when would you, my Lord. or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of Study” s excellence, 
Without the beauty of a woman's face ? 


* 


ſorne flattery for this 


_ Why. 
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Why, univerſal Aodding priſons up 


The nimble ſpirit} in the arteries; "73M 

1 As motion and lang-during Aion tires 

The ſinewy Vigour of the traveller. 7 

Now. for not looking on a woman's face, 1 

/ You have in That forſworn the ule of eyes; | | 

And Study too, th cauſer of your vow. | 

2 For where is any zuthor in the world, 1 
* Teaches ſuch duty as a woman's eye? $ 

r | Learning is but al adjund to ourſelf, % | 
And where we are, our Learning likewiſe is. 

„ Then, when ourſelyes we ſee in ladies eyes, d.\ 
Do we not likewiſe ſee our Learning there? x 

8 O, we have deer to ſtudy, lords; 7 


And in that vow we have forſworn our books: 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 

* In leaden contem Jation have found out 

0 Such fiery numbe's, as the prompting eyes 
Of beauteous tuto1s have enrich d you with? 
Other flow arts entirely keep the brain 

is And therefore finding barren pradtiſers, 

|} Scarce ſhew a harveſt of their heavy toil. 

But love, firſt learged in a lady's eyes, 

; Lives not alone irgmured in the brain: 
But with the mot ibn of all elements. | 
Courſes as ſwift a; thought in every power; 
And gives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 
It adds a precious Seeing to the eye: 


1 


* A 4 


A 


moor 


4 
— ... 


Es 


—_ 


7 


A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind! 18 

A lover's ear will hear the loweſt Sound. 

When f the ſuſpicious head of theft is ſtopt. 1 
1 Loye's 


* Teaches ſuch beauty as a woman's eye?] This Line is abſolute Non- 
ſenſe. We ſhould read duty, i. e. Ethics, or the Offices and Devoirs 
that belong to Man. A Woman's Eye, ſays he, teaches 0bJeragnce y 
above all other Things. 

+ —- the ſuſpicious Head of theft is flopt.] i. e. a Lover in purſuf of 
his Miſtreſs has his Seal of hearing quicker than a Thief (u wks ſuſ 


=— 
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Love's Feeling is more ſoft and ſenſible. 
Than are the tender horns of cockled ſnails. 


Love's Tongue proves dainty Bacchus grols in Taſte; 


For valour, 1s not Love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Heſperides? 

Subtle as Sphinx ; as ſweet and muſical 

As bright Apollo's lute, ſtrung with his hair: 


And when Love ſpeaks the voice of all the Gods, 


Mark, Heaven drowſy with the harmony! 
Never durſt Poet touch a pen to write, 

Until his ink were temper'd with love's ſighs ; 
O, then his lines would ravith ſavage ears, 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 
From women's eyes this doctrine Iderive; 
They ſparkle {till the right Promethean fire, 
They are the books, the arts, the academies, 
That ſhew, contain, and nouriſh all the world; 
Elſe none at all in aught proves excellent. 
"Then fools you were, theſe women to ſorſwear: 


Or, keeping what is ſworn, you will prove fools. 


For wiſdom's ſake (a word, that all men love) 
Or for love's ſake, (a word, all women love ;) 

Or for men's ſake, (the author of theſe women ;) 
Or women's ſake, (by whom we men are men;) 
Let us once loſe our oaths, to find ourſelves ; 
Or elſe we loſe ourſelves, to keep our Oaths, 
It is religion to be thus forſworn, 

For charity itſelf fulfils the law; 

And who can ſever love from charity? 


King. Saint Cubid, then! and, ſoldiers, to the field! 
Lion. Advance your ſtandards, and upon them, 


Lords; 
Pell-mell, down with them; but be firſt advis'd, 
In conflict that you get the ſun of them. 


peas every Sound he hears) in purſuit of his Prey. But Mr. Theobald 
ſays, there is no Contraſt between a Lover and a Thief: and therefore 
alters it to thrift, between which and Love, he ſays, there is aremark- 


able Antitligſis. 


Long. 


St 


So 
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Long. Now to plain dealing, lay theſe glozes by; 
Shall we reſolve to woo thele girls of France? 
King. And win them too; therefore let us deyiſe 
Some entertainment for them in their Tents. 
Biron. Firſt, from the Park let us conduct them thi- 
. ther 5 | '» a — | 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 
Of his fair miſtreſs; in the afternoon : 
We will with ſome ſtrange paſtime ſolace them, 
Such as the ſhortneſs of the time can ſhape: *z.. 
For revels, dances, maſks, and merry hours, 
Forerun fair love, ſtrewing her way with flowers. 
King. Away, away! no time ſhall be omitted, 
That will be time, and may by us be fitted. © - |/ 
Biron. Allons ! Allons! ſown Cockle reap'dno cor; 
And juſtice always whirls in equal meaſure; : 'F 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forſwofh; 
If ſo, our copper buys no better treaſure. | Exeunt. 


— 8 1 
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ACT. SCENE MS 
e Wn 
Enter Holofernes, Nathaniel and Dull. 4 
| 'HoLOFERNES. \ 7 
Hs OS S, quod fufficit. 3 i | £ 
ath. I praiſe God for you, Sir, your reaſons at 


dinner have been ſharp and ſententious; pleafant 
without ſcurrility, witty without affectation, auda- 
cious without impudency, learned without opinion, 
and ſtrange without hereſy: I did converſe this juon- 
dam-day with a companion of the King's, wo is 
entituled, nominated, or called, Don Adriano ſe Ar- 
mado. f | i | 
Hol. Novi hominem, tanquam te. His humbur is 

i P 3 Jolty, 
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and ſtole the ſcraps. 


worſe than Shakeſpear made him; who, without doubt, wrote /nſanzty+ 
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lofty, his diſcourſe peremptory. his tongue filed, his 
eye ambitious, his gait) majeſtical, and his general 
behaviour vain, ridiculous, and thraſonical. He is 
too piqued, too ſpruce, too affected, too odd, as it 


. were; too peregrinate, as I may call it. 


Nath. A moſt ſingular and choice epithet, 
[draws out his table-book, 
Hol. He draweth out the thread of his verbolity 
finer than the ſtaple of his argument. I abhor ſuch 
phanatical phantaſms, ſuch inſociable and point-devi/e 


companions ; ſuch rackers of orthography, as do 


{peak dout fine, when he ſhould ſay doubt ; det, 
when he ſhould pronounce debt, ; d. e, b, t; not 
he t: he clepeth a calf, cauſ: half, hauf: neigh- 
our vocatur nebour; neigh abbreviated ne: this is 
abominable, which we would call abhominable: it 
inſinuateth me of Inſanity : Ne intelligis, Domine, to 


make frantic, lunatic? 


Nath. Laus deo, bone, intelligo. 
Hol. Bone ?——bone, for bene; Priſcian a little 
ſcratch'd; "twill ſerve. | 


SCENT n. 


Enter Armado, Moth and Coſtard. 


Nath. r quis venit? 
Hol. Video, & gaudeo. 

Arm. Chirra. 

Hol. Quare Chirra, not Sirrah ? 

Arm. Men of Peace, well encountred. 

Hol. Moſt military Sir, ſalutation. 

Moth. They have been at a great feaſt of languages, 

Coſt. O, they have liv'd long on the Alms-baſket 
of words. I marvel, thy maſter hath not eaten thee 


1 it inſinuateli me of infamy :] There is no need to make the Pedan 


for 
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for a word; for thou art not ſo long by the head as 
honorificabilitudinitatibus : thou art eaſter {wallow'd than 
a flap-dragon. TH 
Moth. Peace, the peal begins. 1 
Arm. Monſicur, are you not letter'd? 4 
Moth. Yes, yes, he teaches boys the horn-boy k: 
What is A B ſpelt backward with a horn on —_ 
Hol. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 
Moth. Ba, moſt ally ſheep, with a horn. You: * 
Ins learning. | 
Hol. Quis, quis, thou conſonant ? 
Math. The third of the five vowels, if you 
them; or the fifth, if I. 
Hol. I will repeat them, a, e, I. 
Moth. The ſheep; the other two concludes it, *o, u 
Arm. Now by the ſalt wave of the Mediterraneum, | 
a ſweet touch, a quick venew of wit; ſnip, ſnap,. uick” 
and home; it rejoiceth my intelle&; true wit. 
Moth. Offer'd by a child to an old man: wh h is 
wit-old. 
Hol. What is-the figure? what is the figure? 
Moth. Horns. 
Hol. Thou diſputeſt like an infant; go, whit . thy 


whip about your infamy circum circa; a gighof a 
cuckold's horn. 

Coſt. An I had but one penny in the world, thou 
ſhouldſt have it to buy ginger-bread; hold, there is 
the very renumeration I had of thy maſter, thou half- 
penny purſe of wit, thou pigeon-egg of diſcretion. 
O, that the heav'ns were ſo pleaſed, that thou wert 
but my, baſtard ! what a joyful father wouldſt thou 
make me? go to, thou haſt it ad dunghil; at 4 fin- 


Sigg | 
Moth. — me your horn to make one, 27 


gers' ends, as they ſay. 


Hol. Oh, I ſmell falſe latin, dunghull for un 14. 


* o, u] A poor Conundrum, as Mr. Theoba!d truly calls & reſtored, 
by him, to its Place, —-Vulg. out. *. 3 


P4 | ? Arm. 
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Arm. Arts-man. fræambula; we will be ſingled from 


the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the 
hel 


charge-houſe on the top of the mountain? 

Hol. Or, Mons the hill. 

Arm. At your ſweet pleaſure, for the mountain, 

Hol. I do, fans queſiton, - ; 

Arm. Sir, it is the King's moſt ſweet pleaſure and 
affection, to congratulate the Princeſs at her Pavi— 
lion, in the foftertors of this day, which the rude 
multitude call the afternoon. | 

Hol. The poſterior of the day, moſt generous Sir, is 
liable, congruent, and meaſurable for the afternoon: 
the word is well cull'd, choice, ſweet, and apt, I do 
allure you, Sir, I do aflure. 

Arm. Sir, the King 1s a noble gentleman, and m 
familiar; I do aflure you, my very good friend; for 
what is inward between us, let it paſs I do be- 
ſcech thee, remember thy curteſy I beſeech thee, 
apparel thy head. and among other importu— 
nate and moſt ſerious deſigns, and of great import 
indecd too— but let that paſs: for 1 muſt tell 
thee, it will pleaſe his Grace (by the world) ſometime 
to lean upon my poor ſhoulder, and with his royal 
finger thus dally with my excrement, with my mu- 
ſtachio; but ſweet beart, let that paſs. By the world, 
J recount no fable; ſome certain ſpecial honours it 
pleaſeth his Greatneſs to impart to Armado, a ſoldier, 
a man of travel, that hath ſeen the world; but let 
that paſs the very all of all 1s but ſweet heart, 
I do implore ſecrecy that the King would have 
me preſent the Princeſs (ſweet chuck) with ſome de- 
lightful oftentation, or ſhow, or pageant, or antic, or 
fire-work. Now, underſtanding that the Curate and 
your ſweet ſelf are good at ſuch eruptions, and ſudden 
breaking out of mirth, (as it were) I have acquainted 
you withal, to the end to crave your aſſiſtance. 

Hol. Sir, you ſhall preſent before her'the nine 
Worthies. Sir, as concerning ſonre entertainment 
of 


1 
*. 
— 
Y 
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of time, ſome ſhow in the poſterior of this day, to be 
rend red by our aſſiſtants at the King's comman |, and 
this moſt gallant, illuſtrate and learned gent eman, 
before the Princeſs: I ſay, none ſo ht as to reſent 
the nine Worthies. oF 

Nath. Where will you find men worthy en 

reſent them? | 

Hol. Joſhua, yourſelf; this gallant man, 
Maccabeus; this ſwain (becauſe of his great In 
joint) ſhall paſs Pompey the great; and the pa 
cules, 

Arm. Pardon, Sir, error: he is not quantity nough 
for that Worthy' s thumb; he is not ſo big as the 
end of his club. 

Hol. Shall J have audience? he ſhall preſent Her- 


\ cules in minority: his Enter and Exit ſhall be trang- 


ling a ſnake; and I will have an apology f 1 that 


purpoſe. 


Moth: An excellent device: for if any off ie au- 


dience hiſs, you may cry; well done, Hercules, now 
thou crutheſt the ſnake; that 1s the way to make an 
offence gracidus, tho' few have the grace to 55 

Arm. For the reſt of the Worthies, 

Hol. Iwill play three myſelf. 

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman ! ig 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing? 

Hol. We attend. r 
Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an Apmtic. 
beſeech you, follow. , * | 
Hol. Via! good-man Puts thou haſt ſpoken no 

word all this while. N | 
Dull. Nor underſtood nine neicking Sir. uh 
Hol. Allons; we will employ thee. E * 
Dull. Fil make one in a dance, or 10: or I will 
play on the taber to the Worthies, and let them) ous 
the hay. 4 | 
Hol. Moll dull, hone Dull, to ours ort aw 
= on 
NE 
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SCENE III. 


To Before the PRINCESS's Pavilion. 
Enter Princeſs, and Ladies. 


Prin. C WEET hearts, we ſhall be rich ere we de- 


art, 
If Fairings — thus plentifully in. 
A lady wall'd about with diamonds! 
Look you, what I have from the loving King. 
Roſ. Madam, came nothing elle along with That? 
Prin. Nothing but this ? yes, as much lovein rhime, 
As would be cram'd up in a ſheet of paper, 
Writ on both ſides the leaf, margent and all; 
That he was fain to ſeal on Cupid's name. 
Rof. That was the way to make his God-head wax, 
For he hath been five thouſand years a boy. 
Cath. Ay; and a ſhrewd unhappy gallows too. 
. Ro}. You'll ne'er be friends with him; he kill'd 
your ſiſter. | 
Cath. He made her melancholy, ſad and heavy, 
And ſo ſhe died; had ſhe been light, like you, 
Of ſuch a merry, ers ſtirring ſpirit, 
She might have been a grandam ere ſhe dy'd. 
| And ſo may you; for a light heart lives long. 
| R/. What's your dark meaning, monte, 'of this 
light word? 
Cath. A light condition, in a beauty dark. 
' Roſ. We need more light to find your meaning out. 
Cath. You'll marr the light, by taking it in ſnuff: 
Therefore III darkly end the argument, 
R/. Look, what you do; and do it {till i'th' dark. 
Cath. So do not you, for you are a light wench. 
Ro Indeed, I weigh not you; and therefore light. 
Cath. You weigh me not; O, that's, you care not 


for me. 
Ro 


* 
4 
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Ro}. Great reaſon; for Faſt Cure is ſtill paſt Ca e. 

Prin. Well ue . both; a ſet of wit well play, d. 
But, Roſaline, you have 9 . . too: t 
Who ſent it? and what i: it ? 

Rop. I would, you knew. | | 
And if my face were but as fair as yours, 
My favour were as great ; ; be witneſs this. 


Nay, I have Verſes too, Tan Biron. 


18 


The numbers true, and were the numbring too. 
I were the faireſt Goddeſi on the ground. Th 


IJ am compar'd to twenty, thouſand fairs. 


O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter. 
Prin. Any thing like? 
R/. Much in the letters. nothing in the praiſe. 
Prin. Beauteous as ink; a good concluſion. 
Cath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. | 
Roſ. Ware pencils. How? let me not die your 
debtor, | | 
My red dominical, my Lolden letter. b 
O, that your face were not ſo full of Oes! 
Cath, Pox of that jeff, and I beſhrew all {brews -/ 
Prin. But what was ſent to you from fair Du 
Cati, Madam, this Flove. 
Prin. Did he not ſeſid you twain ? 
Cath. Yes, Madam; and moreover, 
Some thouland verſes. of a faithful lover. 
A huge tranſlation of hypocriſy, : 
Vilely compil'd, profound ſimplicity. 
Mar. This, and thef fe pearls, to me ſent Longavitle; 
The letter is too 13 5 by half a mile. 
Prin. I think no 1 doſt thou not wiſh in h 
The chain were long kr. and the letter hort? 
Mar. Ay, or I would theſe hands might never 
Prin, We are wile. girls, to mock our lovers for't. 
Roſ. They are worſe fools to purchaſe mocking ſo. 
That ſame Biron I'll torture, ere I go. 
O, that I knew he were but in by th week! 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and ſeek, 
2 P 6 © And 
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And wait the ſeaſon, and obſerve the times, 
And ſpend his prodigal wits in bootleſs rhimes, 
And ſhape his ſervice all to my beheſts, 
And make him proud to make me proud with jeſts: 
So portent- like would I o'er-ſway his ſtate, 
That he ſhould be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. None are ſo ſurely caught, when they are 

catch'd, 

As wit turn'd fool; folly, in wiſdom batch' d. 
Hath wiſdom's warrant, and the help of ſchool: 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Roſ. The blood of youth burns not in ſuch exceſs, 
As gravity's revolt to wantonneſs. 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not ſo ſtrong a note, 
As fool'ry in the wiſe, when wit doth dote : 
Since all the power thereof i it doth apply, 
To prove, by wit, worth in ſimplicity. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Boyet. 


Prin. TOY comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 
Boyet, O, 1 am ſtab'd with laughter; 
ee 5 lber Grace ? 
Prin. Thy news, Boyet ? 
Boyet. Prepare, Madam, prepare. 
Arm, wenches, arm; Encounters mounted are 
Againſt your peace; love doth approach diſguis'd, 
Armed in arguments; you 'll be ſurpriz'd. 
Muſter your wits, ſtand i in your own defence, 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 
Prin. Jaint Dennis, to ſaint Cupid ! what are they, 
That charge their breath againſt us? ſay, ſcout, ſay, 
Boyet. Under the cool ſhade of a ſycamore, 


I thought to cloſe mine eyes ſome half an hour; 


When, lo! to interrupt my purpos'd Reſt, 
Toward that ſhade, I might behold, addreſt 
The King and his companions ; warily 

| I ſtole 


| a e's Labour's Loft. 
I ſtole into a neif hbour thicket by ; 


And over-heard, what you ſhall over-hear: 
That, by and by, diſguis'd they will be here. 
Their Herald 1 7 pretty knaviſh Page, 


That well by. hegrt hath conn'd his embaſſage. 
Action and accept did they teach him there; = 
Thus muſt thou peak. and thus thy body bear; 4 
And ever and aſion they made a doubt, 1 
Preſence majeftical would put him out: N 
For, quoth the King, an Angel ſhalt thou ſee; ; 
Yet fear not thou, but ſpeak audaciouſly. 

The boy reply'd, an Angel is not evil; . 
I ond have fFar'd her, had the been a Devil. . 
With that all laugh' d., and clap'd him on the ſnoulde 
Making the bed wag by their praiſes bolder. it 
One rubb'd his elbow thus, and fleer'd, and ſworeff 
A better ſpeech was never ſpoke before. 

Another with his finger and his thumb, 

Cry'd, via! we will do't, come what will come. 

The third he aper'd and cry'd, all goes well: 

The fourth tirn'd on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that they all did tumble on the ground, 
With ſuch a zealous laughter, ſo profound, | 
That in tb ridiculous appears, ? 


To check thfir folly, paſhon's ſolemn tears. | 
Prin. Butfhwhat, but what, come they to viſit us! 
Boyet. They do, they do; and are apparell d thig,, 

Like Muſcovites, or Ruſſians, as I gueſs. 5 

Their purpoſe i is to parley, court and dance; 

And every one his love-feat will advance £ 

Unto his ſ&y ral miſtreſs ; which they'll know, .- 

By Favours ſev'ral, which they did beſtow. 1 
Prin. Arid will they ſo? the gallants ſhall be ta 

For, ladies, we will every one be malkt: - * # 

And not a man of them ſhall have the grace. 

Deſpight of ſuit, to ſee a lady's face. "Y 

Hold, Roſgline ; this Favour thou ſhall wear, 3 

And men be King will court Ulee jor his Dear: 

Held, 
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Hold, take you this, my ſweet, and give me thine; 
So ſhalÞ>Biron take * tor Ro/aline, 
And change your Favours too; ſo ſhall your Loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by theſe removes. 
Ro/. Come on then, wear the Favours moſt in light. 
Cath. But in this changing, what is your intent ? 
Prin. Th' effect of my intent is to croſs theirs ; 
They do it but in mocking merriment, 
And mock for mock is only my intent. 
- Their ſeveral councils they unboſom ſhall 
To loves miſtook, and ſo be mockt withal, 
Upon the next dba that we meet, 
With vilages dilplay'd, to talk and greet, 
Ro/. But ſhall we dance, if they deſire us to t ? 
Prin. No; to the death, we will not move a foot; 
Nor to their pen'd ſpeech render we no grace : 
But while tis ſpoke, each turn away her face. 
Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the Speaker's 
heart, 
And quite 8 his memory from his Part. 
Prin. Therefore I do it; and I make no doubt, 
The reſt will ne'er come in, if he be out. 
There's no ſuch Sport, as Sport by Sport o'erthrown, 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own; 
So ſhall we ſtay, mocking intended game; 
And they, well mockt, depart away with ſhame. Sound. 
Boyet. The trumpetdounds ; be malkt, the maſkers 
come. 


SCENE V. 


Enter tie King, Biron, Longaville, Dumain, and 
Attendants, diſguis d lite Muſcovites; Moth with Muſic, 
as for a maſquerade. 

Moth. 4 LL Hail, the richeſt beauties on the ok, 4 

Boyet. Beauties, no richer than rich taffata. 
Moth. A holy parcel of the faireſt dames, 

T hat ever turn'd their backs to mortal views. 

[The ladies tura their backs to him. 


Biron. 
A—— 
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Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes. | 
Moti. That ever turn'd their eyes to mortal F 
Out | 
Biron. Ti ue; out, indeed. f 


Moth. + of your favours, heav'” nly Spirits, _ 


Not to beho 
Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 
Moth. O ice to behold with your n e 
your ſun-bedmed eyes 
et. They will not anſwer to that epithet ; 
You were ett call it daughter-beamed eyes. \ 
Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings m me 
out. 
Biron. Is this your perfectneſs? be gone, you ro! ue. 
' Roſ. What would theſe ſtrangers ? know Lzeir 
minds, Boyet. a 


If a on [peak our language, 'tis our Will 


That ſong plain man recount their purpoſes. 
Know, Wat they would. 

Boyet. What would you with the Princeſs? |; 

Biron. Nothing, but peace and gentle vilitati 

Roſ. What would they, ſay they? 7 

Boyet. Nothing, but peace and gentle viſitatio 

Ro Why, That they have; and bidthem fo be gone. 

— She ſays, you have it; and you may be gone. 

King. Say to her, we have meaſur d many miles. 
To tread a meaſure with her on the graſs. 

Boyet. They ſay, that they have meaſur'd many 8 

mile, 
To tread a meaſure with you on this graſs. | 

Rg. L is not ſo. Aſk them, how 3 inch! s 
Is in ong mile: if they have meaſur'd man 5 
The meaſure then of one is caſily told. 

Boyet If to come hither you have meaſur'd nes, 
And many miles; the Princeſs bids you tell, 
How many inches doth fill up one mile? 

Biron Tell her, we meaſure them by wear 8. 

ae She hears herſelf. 8 IM fe 
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Ro/. How many weary ſteps 
Of many weary miles, you have o'ergone, 
Are number'd in the travel of one mile? 
Bron. We numbernothing that we ſpend for you ; 
Our duty is ſo rich, ſo infinite, 
That we may do it ſtill without accompt. 
Vouchfafe to ſhew the ſun-ſhine of your face, 
That we (like ſavages) may worſhip it. 

Roj. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 

King. Bleſſed are clouds, to do as ſuch clouds do. 
Vouchſafe, bright moon, and theſe thy ſtars, to ſhine 
(Thoſe clouds remov'd) upon our watery eyne. 

Ref. O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter; 
Thou now requeltit but moon-ſ{hine in the water. 
King. Then in our meaſure vouchſafe but one 

change; 


Thou bid it me beg, this begging is not ſtrange. 


Ro. Play, muſic, then; nay, you mult do it ſoon. 


Not yet? no dance? thus change I, like the moon. 
King. Will you not dance? how come you thus 
eſtrang'd ? 
Ry. You took the moon at full, but now ſhe's 
chang d. 
King. Yet ſtill ſne is the moon, and I the man. 
The muſic plays, vouchſafe ſome motion to it. 
R/. Our ears vouchſafe it. 
Ring. But your legs ſhould do it: 
Roſ. Since you are ſtrangers, and come here by chance, 


We'll not be nice; take hands; —we will not dance. 


King. Why take you hands then! 
Roj. Only to part friends; 
Curt'ſy ſweet hearts, and ſo the meaſure ends. 
King. More meaſure of this meaſure ; be not nice. 
Ro. We can afford no more at ſuch a price. 
King. Prize yourſelves then; what buys your com- 
any? 
Rop. Your abſence only. 
King. That can never be. 


Rof 


Ta 
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Roſ. T hen cannot we be bought; and fo adie 65 
Iwice to your viſor, and half once to you. 

Kong. If you deny to dance, let's hold more 1 
Ro/. In private then. 4 
King. I am beſt pleas'd with That. 

Biron.g White-handed miſtreſs, one ſweet word with 
thlee. 

Prin. Honey, and milk, and ſugar, there 4s three: | 

Biron. Nay then, two treys; and if you grow 1 
nice, 

Methegline, wort, and malmſey; 

There's 2 a dozen ſweets. 

Prin, Seventh {weet, adieu; 
Since yc u can cog, I'll play no more with you, d 

Biron. One word in ſecret, 


well run, dicy: : 


Prin, Let it not be ſweet. 
Biron. Thou griev'ſt my gall. 
Prin, Gall ? bitter 
Biron He meet. 
Dum. (Will you vouchſafe with me to change a 


_ 7 
Mar. Name it. 4 


Dum. Fair lady. 
Mar. Say you ſo? fair lord: 7 
Take that for your fair lady. 5 
Dum, Pleaſe it you; © | & 

As much in private; and Fll bid adieu. 5 
e 


Cath. 3 was your viſor made without a tongue 
Longy I know the reaſon, lady, why you alk. 
Cath 0. for your reaſon! quickly, Sir; Ilong. 
long Lou have a double tongue within your walk, 
And w uld afford my ſpeeghleſs viſor half. 
Cath. Veal, quoth the Hach man is not veal elf 
Long, A calt, fair lady? 
= No, a fair lord calf. | 
ih Let's part the word. 5 | ! 
— No, I' Hast be your half; pry 
Take al, and wean it; it may prove an ox. x 1 
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Long. Look, how you butt yourſelf in theſe ſharp 
mocks! 
Will you give horns, chaſte lady? do not ſo. 
Cath. Then die a call, before your horns do grow. 
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Cath. Bleat ſoftly then, the butcher hears you cry, 
Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the razor's edge, invincible, 
Cutting a ſmaller hair than may be ſeen: 
Above the ſenſe of ſenſe, ſo lenfible 
Seemeth their conference, their conceits have wings; 
Fleeter than arrows, 'bullets, wind, thought, ſwifter 
things. | 
Ro/. Not one word more, my maids; break off, 
break oft, | 
Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure ſcoff.— 
Ting. Farewel, mad wenches; you have ſimple wits. 
[ Exeunt King and Lords, 


SCENE Vl. 


Prin. JOWENTY adieus. my frozen Muſcovites. 
Are theſe the Breed of wits ſo wondred at? 
Boyet. Tapers they are with your ſweet breaths puft 
Out. 
Ro/. Well-liking wits they have; groſs, groſs; 
fat, fat. 5 
Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly poor tlont ! 
Will they not (think you) hang themſelves to night? 
Or ever, but in vizors, {ſhew their faces? 
This pert Biron was out of count'nance quite. 
Ro. O! they were all in lamentable caſes. 
The King was weeping-ripe for a good word. 
Prin. Biron did ſwear himſelf out of all ſuit. 
Mar. Dumain was at my ſervice, and his ſword: 
No, point, quoth I; my ſervant ſtraighe was mute. 
Cath. Lord Longauille laid, I came o'er his heart; 
And, trow you, what he call'd me? 


Prin. 


Bu 


* 1 . 
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Prin. Qualm, perhaps. \f 
Cath. Yes, in good faith. 

Prin. Go, ſickneſs as thou art! 2 
Req. Well, better wits have worn plain ſtatute-caps. 
But wilEyou hear? the King is my love ſworn. | 
Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 
_ nd Longaville was for my ſervice born. 
Dumain is mine, as ſure as bark on tree. 

— Madam, and pretty miſtreſſes, give ear: 
Immediately they will again be here | 
In theig own ſhapes; for it can never be, 

They WII digeft this harſh indignity. 

Prin. Will they return? 

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows; | 
And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows if 
Therefore, change Favours; and, when they repair, 
Blow, like ſweet roſes. in this ſummer air. 8 

P, in. How, blow? how, blow? ſpeak to be ung 

rſtood, 13 

Boyet Fair ladies, malkt, are roſes in the bud; 
Or angels veil'd in clouds: are roſes blown, 
Diſmal} t, their damaik ſweet Commixture ſhewn. 

Prin.“ Avaunt, perplexity ! what ſhall we do, 
If they return in their own ſhapes to woo ? 

Rof. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis'd. 
Let's mock them ſtill, as well known, as diſguis'd; 
Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
DiſguiiPd, like Muſcovites, in ſhapeleſs gear; [ 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their ſhallow Shows, and Prologue vilely pen'd, 1 


A 


And their rough carriage ſo ridiculous, 
Should be preſented at our Tent to us. 
Boy t. Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at band. 
Prins Whip to our Tents, as roes run o'er the land. 
£ | Lg. 


4 
* 
6] 


Love's Labour's Loft. 


s GENE vi. 


= Ente 
Before the Princeſs's Pavilion. 
Enter the King. Biron, Longaville, and Dumain in Biro 
their own habits; Boyet, meeting them. _ 
King. _—_— Sir, God ſave you: Where's the x 
Princeſs ? | | 
© _ Boyet. Gone to her Tent. 

Pleaſe it your Majeſty, command me any ſervice to K 
her? n [word. P 
King. That ſhe vouchſafe me andience for one * 

Boyet. I will; and fo will ſhe, I know, my lord. 
Exit. | P 


Biron. This fellow picks up wit, as pigeons peas ; 
And utters it again, when Jove doth pleaſe : 
He is wit's pedlar, and retails his wares K 
At wakes and waſlals, meetings, markets, fairs: 
And we that ſell by groſs, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with ſuch ſhow. P 
This Gallant pins the wenches on his ſleeve; 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve. 


He can carve too, and lilp: why, this is he, * Mid 
That kiſt away his hand in courteſy; | 

This is the ape of form, Monſieur the nice, ” Abs 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 

In honourable terms: nay, he can fling | "Os 
A mean moſt mainly; and. in uſhering. 8 os} 
Mend him who can ; the ladies call him ſweet ; 

The ſtairs, as he treads on them, kiſs his feet. * 


This is the flower, that ſmiles on every one, 


To ſhew his teeth, as white as whale his bone. : 
And conſciences, that will not die in debt, n . 
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. retia 
King, A bliſter on his ſweet tongue with my heart, motir 
That put Armado's Page out of his Part! deger 


SCENE able 
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7% 
1 


SCENE VIII. 


* 


Enter tlie Princels, Roſaline, 1 Catharine, Boyet, 
aud Attendants. | 


EE, where it comes; * behaviour, wane; 1 
wert thou. 
Till this man ſhew'd thee? and what art thou now? 
King. XIl hail, ſweet Madam, and fair time of þ 
da 
Prin. £8 air in all hail is ſoul, as I conceive. 5 
King. Conſtrue my ſpeeches better, if you may. 
Prin. Then wiſh me better, I will give you leave. £ 
King. We come to viſit you, and purpoſe now 
To had you to our Court; vouchſafe it then. 
Prin. This held {hall hold me, and ſo hold your 
vitw: : — 
Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men. 
King. Rebuke me not for That, which you pro- 


Biron. 


ke; 
Theſpirtue of your eye muſt break my oath. | 
Prin. You nick-name virtue; vice you ſhould have 1 
ſpoke : | | 
For ſirtue's office never breaks men's troth. 
Now, by ny maiden honour, yet as pure 
| As the unſully'd lilly, I proteſt, 
A world of torments though I ſhould endure, 
I! pould not yield to be your houſe's gueſt : 
So much hate a breaking caule to be 
Of heav' tl oaths, vow 'd with integrity. 


| | 


; —.— 7 WO what wert thou, 

Till this man ſhewed thee? and what art thou now! ?] Theſe are two 
wonderfully fine Lines, intimating that what Courts call Manners, | 
and value themſelves ſo much upon Teaching, as a Thing no where 
elle to be learnt, is a modelt lent Accomplithmeut under the Di- 
rection of Nature and Common Senſe, which does itz Oilice-in pro- 4 
moting ſocial Lite without being taken Notice of. But that when it 4 
degenerates into Shew and Parade it becomes an unmanly contemp- Vf 
tible Quality. | | 


Ring. 


« — — 
—  — — — ———— 
—— — 
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King. O, you have liv'd in deſolation here, 
Unſeen, unviſited, much to our ſhame. 
Prin. Not ſo. my lord; it is not ſo, I ſwear; 
We have had paſtimes here, and pleaſant game. 
A meſs of Ruſſians left us but of late. 
King. How, Madam? Ruſſians? 
Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord; 
Trim gallants, full of courtſhip, and of late. 
Rojſ. Madam, ſpeak true. It is not fo, my lord: 
My lady (to the manner of the days) 


In courtely gives undeſerving praiſe. 


We four, indeed, confronted were with four 

In Ruſſian habit: here they ſtaid an hour, 

And talk'd apace; and in that hour, my lord, 

They did not bleſs us with one happy word. 

I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 

When they are thirſty, fools would fain have drink, 
Biron. This jeſt is dry to me. Fair, gentle, ſweet, 

Your wit makes wile things fooliſh ; When we greet 

With eyes belt ſeeing heaven's fiery eye, 

By light we lole hight; your capacity 

Is of that nature, as to your huge ſtore 

Wiſe things ſeem fooliſh, and rich things but poor. 


Re/. This proves you wiſe and rich: for in my 


eye 
Biron. J am a fool, and full of poverty. 


— Ro/. But that you take what doth to you belong, 


It were a fault to ſnatch words from my tongue. 
Biron. O, I ary, yours, and all that Fpolleſs. 
Roj. All the 0 mine? 
Biron. I cannot give you leſs. 
Roſ. Which of the viſors was it, that you wore? 
Biryn. Where? when? what viſor? why demand 
ou this? 
Re. There, then, that viſor, that ſuperiuous Caſe, 
That hid the worſe, and ſhew'd the better face. 
King. Weare nf, and they' mock us now down- 
right. 
Dum. 


* 


1 Love's Labour's Loſl. 335 
Dum. Let us confeſs, and turn it to a jeſt. VF | 
Prin. Amag'd, my lord? why looks your Highneſs * 

fad ? - Ee 
Ry. Help $014 his brows, he'll ſwoon: why look 
you pale? 

Sea-ſick, I think, coming Gow Muſeovy. 
Biron. This pour the ſtars down plagues for Per- 

jury. 
Can any face of braſs bold longer out? 

Here ſtand I, lady, dart thy {kill at ane; 

Bruiſe me with ſcorn, confound me with a flout, 

Thruſt thy ſharp wit quite through my ignorance; _ | 

Cut me g pieces with thy keen conceit, 6 

And I will wth thee never more to dance, | 

Nor ney r more in Ruſſian habit wait. 


O! never 'þ I truſt to ſpeeches pen'd, 


Nor to he motion of a ſchool-boy's tongue; 
Nor never chme in viſor to my friend, 

Nor wo) in rhime, like a blind harper's ſong. 
Taffata-phrales, lilken terms, preciſe, 

Three pil'd hyperboles, ſpruce affectation, 
Figures pedantical, theſe ſummer-flies, 

Have 110 me full of maggot oftentation: 


I do forſweaß them; and I here protelt, | 1 - 
By this 


hite love, (how white the hand, God | 


| _ ) 
Henceforth fuy wooing mind ſhall be expreſt 
In ruſſe | yeas, and honeſt kerſy noes: 
And to begi 1, wench {ſv God help me, law!) 
My love to thee is ſound, fans crack or flaw. 

Roſ. Sans | funs, I pray you. 

Biron. Yew! have a trick | 4 
Of the old rage: bear with me, I am ſick. | 
I'll leave it yy degrees: ſolt, let us ſee; | * 
Write, Lordihave mercy on us, on thoſe three; 

They are infected. in their hearts it lies; 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes: 


Theſe lords Arc vilited, you are not free; EY 
; | Fo 


I neyer {wore this lady ſuch an oath, 
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For the lord's tokens on you both I ſee. 


Prin. No, they are free, that gave theſe tokens 


to us. ' 
Biron. Our ſtates are forfeit, ſeek not to undo us. 
Rof. It is not ſo; for how can this be true, 
That you ſtand forfeit, being thoſe that ſue ?. 
Biron. Peace, for I will not have to do with you. 
Ro/. Nor ſhall not, if I do as I intend. 
Biron Speak for yourſelves, my wit is at an end. 


King. Teach us, ſweet Madam, for our rude tran(- 


greſſion 
Some fair excuſe. 
Prin. The faireſt is confeſſion. 

Were you not here, but even now, diſguis'd ? 
King. Madam, I was, | 
Prin. And were you well advis'd? 

King. I was, fair Madam. 
Prin. When you then were here, 

What did you whiſper in your lady's ear? 

King. That more than all the world I did reſpect 
her. 

Prin. When ſhe ſhall challenge this, you will re- 
ject her. 

King. Upon mine honour, no. 

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear : 

Your oath once broke, you force not to fonfercar 
King. Deſpiſe me, when I break this oath of mine. 
Prin. I will, and therefore keep it. Roſaline, 

What did the Ruſſian whiſper in your ear? | 
Roſ. Madam, he ſwore, that he did hold me dear 

As precious eye-light; and did value me 

Above this world; adding thereto, moreover, 

That he would wed me, or elle die my lover. 

Prin. God give thee joy of him! the noble lord 

Moſt honourably doth uphold his word. 

King. What mean you, Madam ? by my life, my 
troth, 


R. 


for his 
but his 


kles. 
V 


7 
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Roſ. By heaf?n, you did; and to confirm it plain, 


You gave me tiiis: but take it, Sir, again, 
King. My faith, and this, to th' Princeſs. I did give; 
knew her by this jewel on her ſleeve. 
Prin. Pardon me; Sir, this jewel did ſhe wear: 
And lord Biron, I thank him, is my Dear. 
What ? will you have me; or your pearl again? 
Biron, Neith 55 either: I remit both twain. 
I ſee the trick ; here was a conſent, 
(Knowing afore and of our merriment) 
To daſh it, likeg Chriſtmas comedy. 
Some eres | ſome pleaſe-man, ſome light zany, , 
Some mumblepews, ſome trencher knight, ſome 
Dick, 
That * ſmiles hi; cheek in years, and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh, when ſhe's diſpos'd, | 
Told our intents before; which once diſclos'd, * 


The ladies did change F avours, and then we, 9. 
Following the figns, woo'd hut the ſign of ſhe: 1 
Now to our 2 to add more terror, © 
We are again fqrſ[worn': in will, and error. 25 
Much upon ma And might not You To * £ 


Foreſtal our ſpo t, to make us thus untrue ? 

Do not you knew my lady's foot by th' ſquier, 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye, 

And ſtand between her back, Sir, and the fire, 
Holding a trencher, jeſting merrily ? | 

You put our Page out: go, you are allow'd; 

Die when you wpgll, a ſmock ſhall be your round. 

You leer upon ine, do you? there's an eye, 

Wounds like a ;eaden {word. ; | 
Boyet. Full merrily EL 

Hath this brave Manage, this Career, been run. A 
Biron. Lo, hei is tilting ſtrait. Peace, I have done. 
* . ſmiles his cht in years, ---— ] Mr. Theobald ſays, he cannot, 

for his Heart, comprefynd the Senſe of this Phraſe. It was not his Heart 


but his Head that iti'od in his Way. In I. ears, ſignifies, into Wria- 
kles. So in The Me. chant of Venice, 


With mirth * laughter let old wrinkles come. a 5 y 


* 
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Enter Coſtard. 

Welcome, pure wit, thou parteſt a fair fray. 

Coſt. O lord. Sir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies ſhall come in, or no. 

Biron. What, are there but three? 

Coſt. No, Sir, but it is vara fine; 
For every one purſents three. 

Biron. And three times three is nine? 

Coft. Not ſo, Sir, under correction, Sir; I hope, 
it is not ſo. | 
You cannot beg us, Sir; I can aſſure you, Sir, we 
know what we know: I hope, three times thrice, 
S1r— is 
Biron. Is not nine. 

Coſt. Under correction, Sir, we know where until 
it doth amount. | 


Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes ſor nine. 


Coſt. O lord, Sir, it were pity you ſhould get your 
living by reckoning, Sir. 

Biron. How much is it? 

Coſt. O lord, Sir, the parties themſelves, the ac- 
tors, Sir, will ſhew whereuntil it doth amount; for 
my own part, I am, as they ſay, but to perfect one 
man in one poor man, Pompion the Great, Sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ! 

Coſt. It pleaſed them to think me worthy of Pom- 
ion the Great: for mine own part, I know not the 
degree of the Worthy ; but I am to ſfand for him. 

Biron. Go bid them prepare. 

Coſt. We will turn it finely off, Sir, we will take 
ſome care. 

King. Biron, they will ſhame us; let them not ap- 
proach. : | [Exit Coſt. 

Biron. We are ſhame-proof, my lord; and 'tis 

ſome policy | 
To have one Show worſe than the King's and his 
: Company. 27 


Ring, 


« 
: 
, 
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King. I ſay, they ſhall not come. 

Prin. Nay, my g$0d lord, let me o'er-rule you now; 
That ſport beſt plFaſes, that doth leaſt know how.. 
Where zeal ſtrive$to content, and the contents 
Dies in the zeal o that which it preſents ; 

Their form, confounded, makes moſt form in mirth ; 
When great things, lahouring, periſh in their birth. 
Biron. A right deſcription of our ſport, my loud. 


5 
SCENE IX. 
Enter Armado. 


4rn. A NOINTED, I implore ſo much expencd 
of thy royal ſweet breath, as will utter 


brace of words. 


27 ' 


Prin, Doth this man ſerve God ? 117956 . 
Biron. Why alk you? | 4: 
Prin. He ſpeak not like a man of God's making; 


Arm. That's ail one, my fair, ſweet, honey mos 
narch; for, I prozeſt, the ſchoolmaſter is exceeding ./ 
fantaſtical; too, too vain; too, too vain : but WIV 
will put it, as they ſay, to fortuna de la guerra. I wit 
you the peace of mind, moſt royal coupplement. 

King. Here is like to be a good preſence of Wop 
thies: he preſents Hector of Troy; the ſwain, Pomp 
the Great; the pariſh-curate, Alexander; Armado's 
page, Hercules ; the pedant, Judas Machabeus. 

And if theſe four Worthies in their firſt Show thrive, 
Theſe four will Ks habits, and preſent the other 


hve. | 
Biron. There a) ſe five in the firſt Show. 1 
Ring. You are deceiv'd, tis not fo. 75 


iron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge-prig, 
the fool, and the boy. 

A bare throw at Novum, and the whole world again 

Cannot prick ous five ſuch, take each one in's ven. 


King. The ip is under fail, and here ſhe comes 
amain. 
1 : Wh Enter 


* 


wb | 


240 Love's Labour's Loft. 


Enter Coſtard for Pompey. 


Coſt. I Pompey am 
Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 
Coſt. I Pompey am 
Boyet. * With Libbard's head on knee. 
Biron. Well ſaid, old mocker: I muſt needs be 
friends with thee. 
Coſt. I Pompey am, Pompey ſurnam'd the Big. 
Dum. The Great. 
Coſt. It is Great, Sir; Pompey, ſurnam d the Great; 
T hat oft in field, with targe and ſhield, 
Did make my foe to ſweat : 
And travelling along this coaſt, I here am come by chance; 
And lay my arms before the legs of this ſweet Laſs of France, 
If your ladyſhip would ſay, thanks, —Pompey, I had 
done. 
Prin. Great-thanks, great Pompey. 
Coſt. Tis not ſo much worth; but. I hope, I was 
perfect. I made a little fault in great. 
Biron. My hat to a halt- n Fompey proves the 


beſt Worthy. 


Enter Nathaniel for Alexander. 


Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was the world's 
Commander; 
By eaſt, weſt, north and ſouth, 1 ſpread my conquering 
might : 
Aly Scuicheon plain declares, that I am Aliſander. 
Boyet. Your noſe ſays, no, you are not; for it 
ſtands too right. 


Biron. Your noſe {mells, no, in this, moſt tender 


ſmelling Knight. 
Prin. The Conqueror is diſmaid: proceed, good 
Alexander. 


* With Libbard's head on knee. This alludes to the old heroic 


Habits, which on the Knees and Shoulders had uſually, by Way of 


Ornament, the Reſemblance of a Leopard's or Lion's Head. 


Nath, 
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Nath. When in the world I liv'd, I was the 1 8. 
Commander. 
Boyet. Moſt true, tis right; you were fo, Al in er er. 
iron. Pompey the Great, | 
Cojt. Your ſervant, and Coftard. | 4, 
Biron. Take away the Conqueror, take away Wi- 
ſander, 
Cojt. O Sir, you have overthrown Aliſander the Gon- 
queror. (to Nath. ] Nou will be ſcraped out of the 
painted cloth for this; yourlion, that holds the pyll- 
ax fitting on a clole-ſtoo], will be given to 4-jax; he 
will be then the ninth Worthy. A Conqueror, ; nd 
afraid to ſpeak ? run away for ſhame, Aliſander. Th te, 
an't ſhall pleaſe you; a fooliſh mild man; an honeſt 
man, look you, and ſoon daſh'd. He is a marvellgus 
good neighbour, inſooth, and a very good bow, 
but for Aliſander, afas, you ſee, how tis a little ofr- 
parted: but there*are Worthies a coming wal ek 
their mind in ſomꝭ other ſort: 7 
Biron. Stand alide, good Pompey. | 1 


Enter Holoſernes for Judas, and Moth for eau 


Hol. Great Hercules is preſented by this imp, 

. Whoſe club kill'd Cerberus, that three! headed 
cans ; 1 | 

And when he was a babe, a child, a hrimp, * 
Thus did he ſtrangle ſerpents in his manus: 
Quoniam, he ſeemeth in minority; "1 

Ergo, I come with this apology. 

Keep ſome ſtate in thy Ex, and vaniſh. _ Mot | l. 

Hol. Judas J am. : 


* 
Dum. A Judas ! e 
7 


Hol. Not Iſcariot, Sir; 
Judas I am, ycleped. Machabeus. 
Dum. Judas Machabeus clipt, is plain 1 
Biron. A killing traitor. How art thou prov, | 
Judas? of 
Hol. Judas I am. 
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Dum. The more ſhame for you, Judas. 
Hol. What mean you, Sir? 
Boyet. To make Judas hang himſelf. 
Hol. Begin, Sir. you are my elder. 
Biron. Well follow'd ; Judas was hang'd on an 
Elder. 
Hol. I will not be put out of countenance. 
Biron. Becauſe thou halt no face. 
Hol. What 1s this ? 
Boyet. A cittern head. Ga 
Dum. The head of a bodkin. | | 
Biron. A death's face in a ring. 
Long. The face of an old Roman coin, ſcarce ſeen. 
 Boyet. The pummel of Ce/ar's faulchion. 
Dum. The carv'd- bone face on a flalk; 
Biron. St. George's half check in a brooch, 


Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. A 
Biron. y, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer ; 
And now, forward; for we have put hes 1 in coun- $4 
tenance. 


Hol. You have put me out of countenance. 

Biron. Falſe; we have given thee faces. 

Haul. But you have out-tac'd them all. ; 
Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do ſo. as 
Boyet. Therefore as he is an als, let him go. 


And ſo adieu, ſweet Jude; nay, why doſt thou lay ? 


Dum. For the latter end of his name. 8 
Biron. For the Ajs to the Jude: give it him. Jud-as B 
away. by 
Hol. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 
Boyet. A light for monſieur Judas; it grows dark, 
he may ſtumble. 
Prin. Alas! poor Machabeus, how he hath been 
baited! 
Enter Armado. | 
- Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles, here comes Hedlor { 
in arms. 


Dum. Tho' my mocks come home by me, I will 
now be merry. King. 


Love's Labour's Loft. 
King. Hector was but a Trojan in reſpect of this. 
Boyet. But is this Heflor ? 
King. I think, Hector was not ſo clean-timber'd. 
Long. His leg is too big for Hedor. 
Dum. More calf, certain. 
Boyet. No: he is beſt indu'd in the ſmall. 
Biron. This can't be Hetlor. 
Dum. He's a God or a Painter, for he makes facts. 
Arm. The armipotent Mars, Y launces the Almig/ iy, 
Gaye Hector a gift, Y 


Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 
i 


Biron. A lemon. 
Long. Stuck with cloves. 


Dum. No, cloven. | 
Arm. The armipotent Mars, of launces the Almig ty, 
. Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Ilion ; 
A man ſo breath'd, that certain he would fight ye 
From morn, "till night, out of his pavilion. 
1 am that Flower. 

Dum. That mint. 

Long. That cullambine. 

Arm. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 
Long. I muſt rather give it the rein; for'it runs 
againſt Hear, " 

| Dum, Ay, and Hector's a grey-hound. U 

Arm. The ſweet War- man is dead and rotten ; 
Sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the bury«.;: 
But I will forward with my device; fi 
Sweet Royalty, beſtow on me the ſenſe of hearing. 

Prin. Speak, brave Hector; we are much delighted. 

Arm. I do adore thy feet Grace's {lipper. *; 

Boyet. Loves her by the foot. F 

Dum. He may not, by the'yard. be 

Arm. This Hector far | Hema? Hannibal. 

Coſt. The party is gone, fellow Her, {he is gone ; j 
ſhe is two months on her way. N 
Arm. What mean'ſt thou? | 

590 Faith, unleſs you play the honeſt Trajan the 
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poor wench is caſt away ; ſhe's quick, the child brags 
in her belly already. Tis yours. 

Arm. Doſt thou infamonize me among Potentates? 
Thou ſhalt die. 

Coſt. Then ſhall Hedlor be whipt for Faquenetta, that 
is quick by him; and hang d for Pompey, that is ci 
by him. 

Dum. Moſt rare Pompey ! 

Boyet. Renowned Pompey ! 

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Pom- 
Ley Pompey the huge! 

Dum. Heflor trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is mov'd; more Ates, more Ates; ſtir 
them on, ſtir them on. 

Dum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's 
belly than will ſup a fea. 

Arm. By the north-pole, I do challenge thee. 

Cot. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern 
man: III flaſh; I'll do't by the Sword: I E you, 
let me borrow my arms again. 

Dum. Room for the incenſed Worthies. 

Coſt. I'll do it in my ſhirt. 

Dum. Moll reſolute Pompey ! 

Moth. Maſter, let me take you a button-hole lower. 
Do you not lee, Pompey 1s uncaling for the combat: 
what mean you? you will loſe your reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen, and ſoldiers, pardon me; I will 

not combat in my ſhire. 

Dum. You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the 
challenge. 

Arm. Sweet bloods, J both may and will. 

Biron. What reaſon have you for't? 

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no ſhirt ; j 
go woolward for penance, 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoined him in Rome for 
want of linen: ſince when, I'll be ſworn, he wore 
none but a diſh-clout of Jaquenetta's, and that he 
wears next his heart for a Favour. SCENE 
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S CEN 1 X. „ 
Enter Maca d. — | } | 
Mac. 639 D ſave you, Mad ala! fe: 


Prin, Welcome, Macard, but that thou i in- 


terrupteſt our merriment. : | 
Mac. I'm forry, Madam, fot the ne\vs I bring 3 
Is heavy in my tongue. The King your father 


Prin. Dead, for my liſe. 8 

Mac. Even ſo: my Tale 1 

Biron. Worthies, away; tht Scene begins to co 

Arm. For my own part, I breathe tree breath; 91 


have ſeen the day of right through the little hole-of 
diſcretion, and I will right yell like a ſoldier, 
Exeunt MWorthies. 
King. How fares your Majeſty ? 1. 
Prin. Boyet, prepare; I will away to night. 
King. Madam, not ſo; I 15 beſeech you, ſtay. 
Prin. Prepare, I ſay.—I think you, gracious lots, 
For all your fair endeavour; ; and entreat, 
Out of a new-ſad ſoul, thagyou vouchlate 
In your rich wiſdom to excule, or hide, : 


* 
4 


The liberal oppolition of cur ſpirits 
If over-boldly we have botne ourſelves 
In the converſe of breath, your gentleneſs 
Was guilty of 1t. Farewel, worthy lord; 
An heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue: 
Excuſe mg ſo, coming lo _ of thanks, 
For my great Suit ſo ealify obtain'd. 

King. The extreme pait of time extremely forms 
All cauſes to the purpolt-of his ſpeed ; , 
And often, at his very looſe, decides [4 


1 


* I have ſeen lie days of 1 through the little hole of di e ] 


This has no Meaning, we {hot 1d read? the day of right, i. e. have 
foreleen that a Day will come when I ſhall have Juſtice donc me, 
and therefore I prudently reſerve myſelf for that Time. . 


5 That, 
* 
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That, which long Proceſs could not arbitrate. 
And though the mourning brow of Frogeny 
Forbifl the ſmiling courteſy of love. 
The holy ſuit which lain it would convince ; 
Yet ſince love's argument was firſt on foot, 
Let not the cloud of ſorrow juſtle it 
From what it purpos'd : Since, to wail friends loſt, 
Is not by much ſo wholeſome, profitable, 
As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 
Prin. I underſtand you not, my griefs are double. 
Biron. Honelt plain words beſt pierce the ear of 
grief; 
And by thele hadges underſtand the King. 
For your fair ſakes have we neglected time, 
Play'd faul Play with our oaths: your beauty, ladies, 
Hath much deform'd us. faſhioning our humours 
Even to th oppoſed end of our intents ; 
And what in us hath ſeem'd ridiculous, 
As love is full of unbefitting ſtrains, 
All wanton as a child, {kipping in vain, 
Form'd by the eye, and therefore like the eye, 
Full of ſtraying ſhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in ſubjects as the eye doth rowl, 
To every varied object in his glance; 
Which party-coated preſence of looſe love 
Put on by us, if, in your heav nly eyes, 
Have miſbecom'd our oaths and gravities; 
Thoſe heav'nly eyes, that look into theſe faults, 
Suggeſted us to make them: therefore, ladies, 
Our love being yours, che error that love makes 
Is likewiſe yours. We to ourſelves prove falſe, 
By being once falſe, for ever to be true 
To thoſe that make us both; fair ladies, you : 
And even that falſhood, in itſelf a fin, 
Thus purihes itſelf, and turns to Grace. 
Prin. We have receiv'd your letters, full of love; 
Your Favours, the emballadors of love: 
And in our maiden council rated them 


At 
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At courtſhip, pleaſagt jeſt, and courteſy; 
As bumbaſt, and Ne 5 to the time: 
But more devout than this, (ſave our reſpects) 
Have we not been; and therefore met your loves 
In their own faſhion, like a merriment. I eſt. 
Dum. Our letters Madam, ſhewd much mor . han 
Long. So did outlooks. | 
Ref. * We did net quote them ſo. 
King. Now at the lateſt minute of the hour, : 
Grant us your lovgs. _ 
Prin. A time, en too ſhort, 
To make a world-'yithout-end bargain i in; 
No, no, my lord, „our grace is perjur'd much, oh 
Full of dear guiltineſs; a and therefore, this '% 
If for my love (as there is no ſuch cauſe) —# 
You will do ought, this ſhall you do for me; 
Youroath I will hot truſt; but go with ſpeed 
To ſome forlorn nd naked Hermitage, 5 
Remote from all he pleaſures of the world; | 
There ſtay, until the twelve celeitial Signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. |. 
If this auſtere inſociable life | 
Change not ow pra made in heat of blood; |. 
If frolts, and fails, hard lodging. and thin weeds 
Nip not the gaufly bloſſoms of your love, 
But that it bear this trial, and laſt love; | 
Then, at the expiration of the year, | 5 
Come challengg me; challenge me, by theſe deſerts; 
And by this vitgin palm, now killing thine, 
I will be thine; and ' till that inſtant ſhut 
My woful ſelf up in a mourning houſe, 
Raining the tears of lamentation, 
For the rememhrance of my father's death. 
If this thou dofUeny, let our hands part; 
Neither intitlef imthe other's heart. 


| 
| :! 


— 


* We did not cogt them ſo.) We ſhould read, quote, eſtcem, 
reckon, . 


King. 
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King. If this, or more than this, I would deny, 
To fetter up theſe powers of mine with reſt; 
The ſudden hand of death cloſe up mine eye. 
Hence, ever then, my heart is in thy breaſt. 
Biron. [And what to me, my love? and what to 
me 


Ro/. You muſt be purged too, your {ins are rank, 


Your are attaint with fault and perjury ; 

Therefore if you my favour mean to get, 

A twelve-month ſhall you ſpend, and never reſt, 

But ſeek the weary beds of people lick. | 
Dum. But what to me, my love? bnt what to me? 
Cath. A wife! a beard, fair health and honeſty; 

With three-fold love I wiſh you all thele three. 
Dum. O, ſhalh I ſay, I thank you, gentle wife? 
Cath, Not ſo, my lord, a twelve-month and a day, 

III mark no words that ſmooth-fac'd wooers lay. 

Come, when the King doth to my lady come; 

Then if I have much love, I'll give you ſome. 

Dum. T'll ſerve thee true and faithfully till then. 

Cath. Yet ſwear not, leſt ye be forſworn again. 

Long. What ſays Maria? 

Mar. At the twelye-month's end, 

I'll change my black gown for a faithful friend. 
Long. I'll ſtay with patience; but the time is long. 
Mar. The liker you; few taller are ſo young. 
Biron. Studies my lady? miſtreſs, look on me, 

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 

What humble Suit attends thy anſwer there; 

Impoſe ſome ſervice on me for my love. 

Ro/. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron, 
Before I ſaw you; and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks; 

Full of compariſons and wounding flouts; 

Which you on all eſtates will execute, 


* And what to me, my love? &c] Theſe fix Lines are miſplaced and 
ought to be expung'd, as being the Author's firſt Draught only, of 
what he afterwards improved and made more perfect. 

That 
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That lie iin dhe mercy of your wit: 7 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain, 
And therewithal to win me, if you pleaſe, 
(Without tho which I am not to be von;) 
You ſhall this Pet Sick. an term from day to day 


Vilit the ſpeecWels Sick and ſtil! converſe 
With groaningwretches ; and your talk ſhall be, 
With all the fiiree endeavour of your wit, 
T' enforce the pained Impotent to ſmile. 
Biron. To mbve wild laughter in the throat of 5 
death N 5 
It cannot be, it is impoſſible: . 
Mirth cannot move a ſoul in agony. } 
Roy. Why, that's the way to choak a gibing ſpirit, 
Whoſe influence is begot of that looſe grace, A 
Which ſhallow laughing hearers give to fools: + 
A jeſt's proſptirity lies in the ear 1 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue * 
Of him that makes it: then, if ſickly ears, 
Deaft with thg clamours of their own dear groans, 
Will hear — idle ſcorns; continue then, 
And I will have you, and that fault withal : 
But if they well not, throw away that ſpirit; 
And I ſhall find you empty of that fault, 
Right joyful of your Reformation. 
Biron. A Awelve-month ? well; befal, what a 
befal} , g. 
I'll jeſt a twelve-month in an Hoſpital. 7 
Prin. Ay, ret my lord, and ſo I take my leave. 
[To the Kin 
King. No, Madam; we will bring you on yo 


wa 
Biron. Gy, wooing doth not end like an old Pay 
Jack hath n&Ct Jill; theſe ladies' courteſy 
Might well Rave made our ſport a Comedy. 
King. Come, Sir, it wants a twelve-month and 
da | 
And hen il end, ___ 
Biron. That's too long for a Play, Enter 


a 
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Enter Armado, 


Arm. Sweet Majeſty, vouchſaſe me 
Prin. Was not that Heflor? 
Dum. That worthy Knight of Troy, 
Arm. I will kiſs thy royal finger, and take leave. 
ma Votary; I have vow'd to Jaquenetta to hold 
| lough for her ſweet love three years. But, moſt- 
elleemed Greatneſs, will you hear the dialogue that 
the\ two learned men have compiled, in praiſe of the 
owtliand the cuckow ? it ſhould have tollow d in the 
end of our Show. _. 
King. Call them forth quickly, we will do ſo. 
Arm. Holla! approach. 


Enter all. for the Song. | 


This fide is Hiems, Winter. 
This Ver, the ſpring: the one maintain'd by the owl, 
The other by the cuckow. 

Ver, begin. 
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. 
SPRING. 


Wien daizies picd, and violets blue, 

And lady-ſmocks all filver white, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 

* Do paint the meadows much-hedight ; 
The cuckow then on every Tree 

Mocks married men; for thus ſings he, 


Cuckow ! 
Cuckow | cuckow ! O word of fear. FP 
arri | 
Unpleaſing to a married ear | Ade! 
{ * Do faint the meadows with delight; ] This is a pretty rural Song, in You 
| * 2 


j which the Images are drawn with great Force from Nature. But 
this ſenſeleſs Expletive of painting with delight we ſhould read thus, 

Do paint the meadows much- -bedight, 
i. e. much bedecked or adorned, as they are in Spring-Time. The 
Epithet is proper, and the Compound not inelegant. 


When 


When ſi@herds pipe on oaten ſtraus, | 
And merxy larks are ploughmen's clocks : 4 
When tu bes tread. and rooks and daws ; 1 
And naidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks U 
The cuckow then on every tree - 
Mocks married men; for thus ſings he, 80 
Cuckow# Y 
C uchi ö cuckow | O word of fear, 
Unpl's aſing to a married car! 
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When Fa hang by the wall, 

And Dick the ſhepherd blows his nau ; 
And Tm bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pal ; 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly jings the ſtaring owl 
Tu-whit ! to-whoo ! 

A Merry note, 

Wie greaſy Jene doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the * doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the Parſon' g ſaw; 
And tgrds fit brooding in the ſnow, 
And Marian's noſe looks red and ra; 
When roaſted crabs hiſs in the bowl, 
Then .ughtly fings the ſtaring owl <- 
Tu-whit ! to-whoo ! 
A mer ry note, 
til greaſy Jone doth keel the bot. 


Arm. The words of Mercury 
Are harſh'sfter the ſongs of Apollo: | . 
You, that way ; we, this way. [ Exeunt omnes. 


— 
1 


© 
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